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raſcal? Is that all your manners? Has his majeſty 
dubb'd me a Knight for you to make me a Milter! Are 
the candidates near upon comin 

Rog. Nic Gooſe the taylor oh Putney, "OY ſay, 
will be here in a crack, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. Has Margery fetch'd i in the linen ? 

Rog. Ves, Sir Jacob. 

Re” oo Are the pigs and he I lock'd up in 
. Ee \ 

Rog. Safe, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. And the plate and ſpoons in the pantry ? 

Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob a 

Sir Fac. Then give me the key: the mob will ſoon 
be upon us; and all is fiſh that comes to their net. Has 
Ralph laid the cloth in the hall? 

© Nog. Yes, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac.. Then let him bring out the turkey and 
chine, and be ſure there is plenty of muſtard; and, d'ye 
hear, Roger, do you ſtand yourſelf at the gate, and be 
careful w o you let ih, 

- Rog. I will, Sir Jacob. [Exit Rog. 

Sir Fac. So, now I believe things are pretty ſecure : 
But I can't think what makes my daughters ſo late ere 
they [ Knocking at the gate, 
Who 1 is that, Roger ? | 

Hog. (without) Maſter Lint, the pottercarrier, Sir 
acob. 
J Sir Fac, Let him i in. What the deuce can he want? 
Enter Lint. 

Sir Fac. Well, Maſter Lint, your will? 

Tit. Why, I come, Sir Jacob, partly to inquire 
after your health, and partly, as I may ſay, to ſettle 

the buſineſs of the da 5 

Sir Fac. What buſineſs? 


Tin. Your worſhip knoweth, this being the day of 

election, the rabble may be riotous; in which caſe, 
maims, bruiſes, contuſions, diſlocations, fractures ſimple 
and compound, may likely enſue: now your worſhip 
need not be told, that I am not only a pharmacopoliſt, 
or vender of * but likewiſe F or healer 


of . 
Sir 
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Sir Fac. True, Maſter Lint, and equally ſkilful in 
both. 

Zint. It is your worſhip's pleaſure to ſay ſo, Sir Ja- 
cob. Is it your worſhip's will that I lend a * 
hand to the maim'd ? 

Sir Fac. By all means. 

Lint. And to whom muſt I bring in my bill? 

Sir Jac. Doubtleſs the veſtry. 

Lint. Your worſhip knows, that, kill or cure, I have 
contracted to phy ſte the pariſh-poor by the great: but 
this muſt be a — charge. 

Sir Fac. No, no; all under one: come, Maſter Lint, 
don't be unreaſonable. 

Lint. Indeed, Sir Jacob, l hardly afford it. What 
witle the dearneſs of drugs, and the number of patients 
the peace has procured me, I can't get ſalt to my por- 
ridge. 

Sir Fac. Bad this year, the better the next. We 
muſt take things rough and ſmooth as they: run. 

Lint. Indeed. I — a very hard 

Sir Jac. No ſuch matter; we are, — Lint, 
x little better inſtructed. Formerly, indeed, a fit of. 
illneſs was very expenſive ; but now phylic is cheaper 
than food. 

' Lint. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Sir Fac. No, no; your eſſences, elixirs, emetics; 
fweats, drops,. and your paſtes, and your pills, have 
filenced your peftles and mortars. Why, a fever that 
would. formerly have coſt you a fortune, you may now 
cure for twelve penn'orth.of powder. 

- Lint. Or kill, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. And then as to your ſcuryies, and goutsþ 
rheumatiſms, conſumptions, coughs and catarrhs, tar- 
water and turpentine will make you as ſound as a 2 

Lint. Noſtrums. 

Sir Fac. Specifics, ſpecifics, Maſter Lint. 

* Lint. I am very ſorry to find a man of your wor- 
ſhip's ——Sir Jacob, a promoter of puffs; an encoura- 
ger of quacks, Sir Jacob. 

+ Sir Fuc. Regulars, Lint, regulars ; look at their 
names—— Roger, bring me the news=—j0t 8 ſoul of 
nn . 

A 2 | Lint. 
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Lint. Plaguy liars z murderous dogs. 
Roger brings the News. - 

- Sir Fac. Liars! Here, look at the liſt of their 
cures. „ of Ratcliff-High- 
way, ſpinſter. 

Lint. Perjuri : 

> Face And fee here, the churchwardens have fign- 
© It. 8 

- Lint. FiQitious, Sir Jacob. e 

Sir Jac. Sworn before the worſhipful Mr Juſtice 
Dron 0 this thirteenth day of — 


Si Si Jac. Wi hy, bark'ye, firrah, do . think Mr 
Juſtice Drowſy would ſet his hand to a 

Lint. I know, Sir Jacob, — 
eee ee 1221 
em mort 


Lint. Gout Pod ſelatic, by Rock. 


\ _ And ſquiating by the Chevalier Taylor. 
Sir Fac, Pill-gilding puppy ! 
Lint. And as to the juſtice, ſo the enn drings 
wan a ſhilling — 
2 Fac. Why, 'ye, raſcal, how dare you abuſe 
9 blood - letting. tooth drawing, 
ED . bliſtering, gliſtering— 
Lint. Bleſs me, Sir Jacob, I did not think to— 
Sir Fac, What, firrah, do you inſult me in my of- 
$ee ? Here, Roger, out with him Turn him out. 
Sir Fac. Away with him. You ſcoundrel, if my 
Ark was within, I'd fend you this inftant to Bride - 


FFK 1 


e 


ir 


* * 
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all my reading in Wood, and Nelſon; and Burn; if 
after twenty years attendance at turnpike-meetings, ſeſ- 
ſions, petty and quarter; if after ſettling of rates, li- 
cenſing ale-houſes, and committing of vagrants—But: 
all reſpect to authority is loſt, and Unus Quorum, now-- 
a-days, is no more regarded than a. petty conſtable. 
[ Knocking. ] R er, ſee who is at the gate? Why, 
the fellow is deaf, 

Rog. Juſtice Sturgeon, the iſhmonger, from Brent · 


fo 
Sir Fac. Gad's my liſe 1 and Major to che Middleſex 
militia. Uſher him in, Roger. $62 

Enter Major. Sturgeon... 
Si Fac, I could have wiſh'd you had come a neue 
ſooner, Major Sturgeon. 

Maj. Why, what has been the matter, Sir Jacob? | 

Sir Fac. . There has, Major, been here an impudent 1 
pill- monger, who has dar'd to ſcandalize the whole body | 
of the bench. ö 

Maj. Inſolent companion -! had I been, here, I would 
have mittimus'd the raſcal at once. | 

Sir Jac. No, no, he wanted the Major more than the | 
Magiſtrate ; a few ſmazt ſtrokes from your cane would 
— fully anſwer'd the purpoſe.— Well, Major, our 
wars are done; the rattling drum Boy fin > x 
now wound our ears no more. | 

Maj. True, Sir Jacob, our corps is diſembodied, ſo - 
the French.may ſteep in ſeourity. 

Sir Fac. But, Major, was it not rather late in life 
for you to enter upon the profeſſion of arma? 

Maj. A little. aukward in the beginning, Sir Jacob: 
the great difficulty they had was to get me to turn out 
my toes; , but uſeuſe reconciles. all them kind of 
things : why, after my firſt campaign, I no more minded - 
the noiſe of the guns than a lea · bite. 

Sir Jade. No! 

May. No. There is more made of theſe matters than . 
they merit. For the general good indeed, I amr glad * 
of the peace; but as to my {ingle ſelf And 17 we 
have had ſome deſperate duty, Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. No doubt. ; 

10 Oh ſuch . parchings, and ter andi: 4 3 

A 3. 1 


from 
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from Brentford to Elin, from Elin to Acton, from Ac- 
22 — — fun ſcorehi „ men 
Why, there was expedition to 
flow, — — Meloths. Bun- 
hilt-ficlds never ſaw a braver commander ! He was an 
loſs to the ſervice. - 
ir Zac. How came that about? 

— 4 Why, edge oo oft a 1 
3 fpurs before he went upon ac 
tion; but he was reſolute, and would not be ruld. 
Si Fac. Spirit; 2eal for the ſervice. 

Maj. in good thang to proceed: In order to 
our men in ts, we were quarter d at 
worth the « — defore; at day- break, our regiment 

n'd -at Hou r 
: on we 


g down a nar- 
o the — as it ide S Fong in or- 
der to poſſeſs a pig's- ſtye, that we might take the gal- 
lows in flank, and at all events ſecufe a retreat, who 
ſhould come by but a drove of fat oxen for Smithfield. 
The drums beat, in the front, the dogs bark'd in the 
rear, the oxen ſet up a gallop ;z on they came thunder- 
upon us, broke through our ranks in an inſtant, 

and threw the whole corps in confuſton. 

Sir Fae. Terrible! 

Maj. The Major's horſe took to his heels; away he 
feour'd over the heath. That gallant commander 
both his ſpurs into the flank, and for ſome time held by 
his mane; but in crofling a ditch, 323 

ajor a dowfe in the 


chops, and 
into à gravel- pit, juſt by the powder- | 


Sir Fac. Dreadful 
Maj. Whether from the fall arihs fright, the Major 
 mov'd off in a month Indeed it wes an-tnfoetunate 
day for us all. 

"Sir Fer. Av how? 

Maj. Why, as Captain Cucumber, — 
Pan, Enſign Tripe, and myſelf, were returning to town 
in the Toraham- Bree Rage, we were topp'd near the 


JM ß JAY , 
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Hammerſmith turnpike, and robb'd and ftripp'd by z 
footpad. un 6 | 
Sir Fac. An unfortunate day indeed } © © _ | _ 
- A But in ſome meafure to make me kmends, 1 
got the Major's commiſſion. | * 
Sir Fac. You did. ' . 
Mal. O yes. I was the only one of the corps that 
could rid; otherwiſe we always ſueceeded of courſe: no 
jumping over heads; no underhand work among us; all 
men of honour ; and I muſt do the regiment-the juſtice 
to ſay, there never was a ſet of more amiable officers. - 
© Sir Jac. Quiet and peaceable. 
Maj. As lambs, Sir Jacob. Exc 
bout at the Three Compaſſes in Acton, 
tain Sheers and the Colonel, concerning a game at all- 
fours, I don't remember a fingle difpute. = 
Sir Fac. Why, that was mere mutiny; the Captain 
ought to have been broke. 
| aj. He was: for the Colonel not only took awa 


his cockade, but his cuſtom ; and 1 don't think * 


Captain Sheers has done a ſtitch for him fince. 
Sir Jac. But you ſoon ſupplied the Toſs of Moloſſas ? 
Maj. In part only: no, Sir Jacob, he had great ex- 
ence ; he wastrain'd up to arms from his youth: at 
teen he trail'd a pike in the artillery-ground ; at 
eighteen got a company in the Smithfield pioneers; and 
by the time he was twenty, was made-aid-de-camp to 
e | = 


Sir Fac. A rapid riſe! * 
; Ma? Yew he had-a genius for war; but what I 


wanted in practice, I made up by doubling my diligence. 


Our porter at home had been a ſerjeant of marines ? ſo 
after ſhop was ſhut up at night, he us'd to teach me 
my exerciſe; and he had not to deal witk a dunee, Sir 


Str Fac. Your was great? | | 
Maj. Amazing. In a week I could ſhoulder, and 
reſt, and poie, and turn to the right, and wheel to the 


left; and in Jeſs than a month, could fire without 


winking or blinking. "I | 
Sir Jar. A perkg Hannibal 5 


en Cap- 


* 
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Maj. Ah, and then, I learnt to form lines, and hot» 
lows, and ſquares, and evolutions, and revolutions : Let 
me tell you, Sir Jacob, it was lucky that Monſieur kept 
his myrmidons at home, or we ſhould. have pepper'd * 
flat — boats. 
Sir Fac. Ay, marry, he had a marvellous eſcape. 
- May. We would a-taught him what a Briton can voy 
who is fighting pro arvis and focus. 
Sir Fac. Pray now, Major, which do you look pen 
as the beſt diſciplin'd troops, the London regiments, os 
the Middleſex militia ? 
Maj. Why, Sir Jacob, it doe not become me to 
2 but lack-a-day, they have never ſeen any ſervice 
oliday ſoldiers! Why, I don't believe, unleſs indeed 
upon a lord mayor's day, and that mere matter of ac- 
cident, that they were ever wet to the _ in their 
lives. | 
Sir Fac. Indeed ! 
Maj. — : ſoldiers. for- ſun-ſhine, Cockneys; * 
have not the appearance, the air, the freedom, the Jenny 
ſegui that - Oh, could you but ſee me ſalute: You havs 
never a ſpontoon in the houſe.? 
. Sir Fac. No ; but. we.could get you a ſhove-pike. 
9 No matter. Well, Sir Jacob, and how are 
ur fair „daughters. ſweet Mrs Sneak, and the lovely 
Bruin: is ſhe as lively and as brilliant as ever? 
Sir Fac Oh ho, now the murder, is out; this viſit 
was intended for them: come, own now, Major, did 
not you expect to meet with them here? You officers 
are men of ſuch gallantry! 
Maj. Why, we da'tickle up, , 
_ there is no reſiſting a red coat. | 
Sir. Jac, True, true, Major. | 
Ma. But that is now all over with me. © Farewell 
to the plumed ſteeds and neighing troops, as the. 
black man ſays in the play; like the Roman cenſurer, 
1 — retire to my ſavin field, and there cultivate cab- 


we Face Under the ſhade of your laurels. 
Maj. True; 1 have done with the major, and now 
return to the m te; Cedunt arma togge. . 


Sir Fac. ny in the e „ 


> 
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Maj. True; man was not made for himſelf; it, 
thinking that this would prove a buſy day in the juſti · 
. I am come, Sir Jacob, to lend you a hand. 

Fac. Done like a neighbour. 

Maj, I have brought, as I ſuppoſe moſt of our buſ- 
neſs will be in the battery way, ſome warrants and mit« 
timuſes ready fil'd up, with all but the names of the 

ies, in order to fave time. 

Sir Yao. A provident magiſtrate. . 

Maj. rr 
r 
— Why, wb regard to that branch of ou 
to-day, I believe the low mul be ſuffer'd to 


ſleep. 

Maj. I ſhould think we might pick up ſomething 
that's pretty that way. 

Sir Fac. No; poor rafcals, they would not be able 
rufen 
ſor their lega. 

Maj. Pray, Sir Jacob, i is Matthew Marrowbote, tu 
butcher of your town, living or dead? © | 
Sir Fac. Liriag. g 
Aan | 
— An alter'd man, Major; not an oath comes 

out of is mouth. 

Maj. You ſurpriſe me ; why, when he frequented 
n he has taken out a guinea in 
oaths—And qu do - 

Sir Zac. Eaticely: they ſay his wife has made him 
2 and that he preaches at Kennington Com- 


Maj. What a deal of miſchief thoſe raſcals do in the 
country ,— Why then we have entirely loſt him? 

Sir Fac. In that way; but I got a brace of bind« 
overs him laſt week for a couple of baſtards. 

MN Well done, Maſter Matthew—But pray now, 

Sir Jacob— F Mob without, huzza't 

Sir Fac. What's the matter now, Roger ? | 
Enter R 

Rog. The electors defire to i your world has 
any body to recommend? | * ys 
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Sir Zac. By no means; let them be free in their 
choice: I ſhan't interfere. ! 

Rog. And if your worſhip has any objection to Criſ- 
pin eel-tap the cobler's being returning officer ? 
Sir Fac. None, provided the raſcal can kcep himſelf 
ſober. Is he there ? 

- Rog. Yes, Sir Jacob: make way there; ſtand faw 
ther off from the gate: here is Madam Sneak in a chair 
along with her huſband. 

* Gad's ſo, you will permit me to convoy her in. 

— it Major: 

Sir Fac. Now here i 2 one of the evils o This 
Sturgeon was as pains-taking a' Billin ee as 

any in the bills of — ge But the t out of 
his element; the ſoldier has quite demoliſh'd 2 citizen. 
* - Enter Mrs Sneak, handed by the Major. 

Mrs Sneak. Dear Major, I demand a million of par- 
dons.” I have given you a profuſion of trouble; but my 
buſband is ſuch a ;gooſe-cap, that I can't get no 
out of him at home or abroad—Jerry, Jerry Sn 
Your bleſſing, Sir Jacob. 

Sir 7, * ter, you are welcome to Garratt. 

Mrs el y, Jerry Sneak! I ſay— 
Enter Sneak, with a band-box, a hoop-petticoat under his 
n arm, and cardinal, &c. &c. &c. 

Sneak. Here, lovy. 

' Mrs Sneak: Here, looby : there, lay theſe things in 
the hall; and then-go and look after the horſe, Are 
”"_ ſure you have c 

Sneak. Yes, chuck. 

Mrs Sneak. Then give me my fan. 

U erry drops the things in archi his pocket for the fam 

Mrs Sneak. Did ever mortal ke fuch a— l declare, I 
am quite aſham'd to be ſeen with him abroad: go, get 
you gone out of my ſight. 

Sneak. I £0, lovy : Good day to my father-in-law. 

Sir Fac. I am glad to ſee you, ſon Sneak: but where 
is your brother Bruin and his wife ? 

Sneak. He will be here anon, father Sir Jacob ;. he 
did but juſt ſtep into the alley to "_ how tickets 
were ſold. 


Sir Fac. Very well, ſoa Sneak; ; [Exit Sneak. 
£ 
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— Son! yes, and a pretty ſon you have 
proride 

« Sir Fac. L hope all for the beſt: why, what terrible 
« work there would have been, had you married ſuch a 
one as your ſiſter; one houſe could never have con- 
* tain'd you—Now, I thought this meek mate 

Mes Szeak. Meek! a muſhroom, a milkſop,* . 

Sir Fac. Look ye, Molly, I have married you, to a 
man take care you don't make him a monſter. +. 

Exit Sir Jacob. 

| M rs Sneak. Monſter ! Why, Major, the fellow has 

no more heart than a mouſe. Had my kind ftars, in- 

deed, allotted me a military man, I ſhould doubtleſs 
have deported myſelf in a beſeemingly manner. 

Maj. Unqueſtionably, Madam. 

Mr; Sneak. Nor would the Major have found, had it 
been my fortune to intermarry with him, that Molly 
Jollup — have diſhonoured his cloth. | \ 

Maj. I ſhould have been too happy. 

Mr: Sneak. Indeed, Sir, I reverence the army : they 
are all ſo brave, ſo polite, * every thing a woman can 
wiſh— _ 

Maj. Oh! Madam— 

Me Sneak, So elegant, ſo genteel, ſo obliging : and 
then the rank; why, who would dare to affront the 
wife of a major ? 

Maj. No man with impunity ; that I take the free. 
dom to ſay, Madam. 

Mr: Sneak. I know it, good Sir. Oh! I am no 
ſtranger to what I have miſs d. 

Maj. Oh, Madam !—Let me 4 but ſhe hoy ;afigite 
merit, [ Afade. 

Mr; Sneak. Then to be join'd to a ſneaking flovenly 
cit ; a paltry, ee P bf pin-maker ! 

Maj. Melancholy 

Mr; Sneak. To A e joſtled and cramm'd with the 
crowd ; no reſpe&t, no place, no precedence; to be 
choak'd with the ſmoke of the city; no country Jaunts . 
but to Iſlington ; no balls but at Pewterer's-hall. 

Maj. Intolerable ! | 

Mrs Sneak. 1 ke, Sir, hot -have a * fas” of 
= lufferings, | 
C 3 . 
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: Maj. Aud would ſhed my beſt blood to relieve them, 

Mr: Sneak. Gallant gentleman ! 

Maj. The brave muſt ſavour the fair. ; 
: Mrs Sneak. Major ! 2 3, 
- Maj. Divine Mrs — — 
a). Might I be — the 
6 _ Sne, I 
to-raviſh a ends 
— 2 You have a right all we can grant. 
"=. Courteous, condeſcending, complying —Hun 
: Enter Sneak. | 
2 Chuck, my brother and ſiſter Bruin are 
turning the corner ; r the Clapham tage ey qr 
and ſo came by water, 
. Mr; Sneak. I wiſh they had all been ſous'd in the 
A 5 im inent puppy ! 
Ri Next time I clap a centinel to ſecure the 
Mr. Sneak. „permit me to withdraw 
for a moment; my 12 a little 

Maj. Your ladyhip s moſt entirely devoted. 

Mei Sneak. Ladyſhip! he is the _ Broglio and 
Balli of the army! 

Sneak. Shall I wait upon you, dove? 
Me, Sneak. No, dolt ; what, would you hoe the 
Major alone? is that your manners, you mongrel ? 

* Maj. Oh, Madam, I can never be alone; your ſweat 
idera will be my conſtant companion. 

Me. Sneak. Mark that; I am ſorry, Sin, Cane 
gated to leave you. 

Maj. Madam — 

Mr, Sneak, - Eſpecially with 2 « wretched compa» 


nion. , 


Maß. Oh, Madam * : 
Me, Sneak. But as ſoon as 25 reſtor'd, I 
ſhall fly to relieve your diſtreſs. 

Maj. For that moment I ſhall wait vith the greateſt 
impatience. | 

Mrs Sneak. Temes eser 4 
Maj. Barragon of women! 
3 


Mr: 
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Mr: Sneak. Adieu! 
Maj. Adieu! CExit Mrs Sneak. 
Sneak. Notwithſtanding, Sir, all my chicken has 
ſaid, I am ſpecial 2 — ny when ſhe is not by. 
Maj. I doubt not, 
Sneak. If uu u would but — one Thurſday night to 
our club, at 
meet ſome roaring, rare 22 i' faith: There's Jemmy 


& 


Perkins the. packer, little enn 


neſt maſter Muzzle the midwife— 


Maj. A goodly company !' * 
© Sneak. Ay, and then ſometimes we hate — Choice 


Spirit from. Comus's Gout, and we crack jokes, and 


are ſo jolly and funny; I have learnt myſelf to ſing 
« An old woman clothed in gray.” But I durſt not 


fing out loud, becauſe my wife would overhear me; and 


ſhe ſays as how I bawl x Av than the broom-man. 


Major. And you mull nat think of dilobliging your: 


3 1 never does: 1 never contradicts her, not I. 


Major. That's right: ſhe is a woman of infinite me- 
rit. 


pretty withal? 
Maj. A Venus! 


Sneal. Yes, werry like were, you hare 


known her ſome time ? 

Maj. Long. W 

Sneak, Belike before ſhe was 7 

Maj. I did, —ͤ RN * 

Sneat. Ay, when, was a Wirgin. thought u 
was an old acquaintance by res her hand ; Noe 

we ben't-quite ſo familiar as apes — 1 
= han't been married a year. | 


Maj. The mere honey-moon. 


ao Ay, a, 1 ſuppoſe we ſhall come to it by de- 


Bruin (within. ) Come along, Jane; why, you are 
as purſy and lazy,. you jade— | 
Enter Bruin and Wife : Bruin with a cotton-cap on ; bis 
wife with his wig, great coat, and Aiſhingrod. 


Bruin. Come, Jane, give me m you ſlut 
Vor. II. . 


Nagg e- Head in the Poultry, you would 


Sneak. On Gower! And doa'ryouthink the io very 


* 
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how you have touſled the curls? Maſter Sneak, a good 
morning t0 you. Bir, « am yr humble ey un- 
n 


1 Mrs Sneak — nes He Major. = 
J will wait on the lady immediately. 


— Dort i an inſtant ; you can't think how 
impatient ſhe is. xit Ma * morrow to 
you, brother Brin; you have had 2 —_ 
the fields. | 

Mrs Bruin. Good Lord, bee 5 

Bruin. And who may you thank ' for it, huſſy? If 
you had got up time enough, you might have ſecur'd 
the age ; but you are a lazy lie-a-bed— + * I 
For Bruin. There's Mr Sneak un my ſiſter 2 

K | 

Brain. And fo he may but I know better what to 

do with my money: Indeed if the war had but continued 

awhile, I don't know what mought ha? been done ; -but- 
this plaguy peace, with 1 ber, has — all 
the trade of the A 

Mrs Bruin. For the matter of that, we can afford i it 
well enough as it is. 

Bruin. And how do you know hat? Who told you 
as much, Mrs Mixen? I hope I know the world bet- 
ter than to truſt my -concerns-with a wiſe: no, no, 
thank you for that, Mrs Jane. | 

Mr; Bruin. And pray, who is more. ftterer to be 
truſted? - 

Bruin. Hey-day ! Why, the wench is bewitch'd : 2 
Come, come, let's. have none of your palaver here 
Take twelve-pence and pay the waterman.——But firſt 
ſee if he has broke none of the pipes—And, 9 n- 7 
Jane, be ſure to lay the fiſhing-rod ſafe. 

[Exit Mrs Brvin. 

- Sneak. Od's me, how finely ſhe's manag'd! What 
would give to have my wife as much under! | 
Bruin. It is all your own fault, brother Sneak. 

Sneak. er rages wat She is a et ne, 
tures! 2+ 12” . 
2 Bruin. A vixen. 174 | + 

-_ lg wo fa the wa, ſh doe ow andthe 
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heRor a little; and, between ourſelves, domineers like 
the devil. O Lord, I lead the life of a dog. Why, 
ſhe allows me but two ſhillings a-week for my pocket. 


Bruin. No! 
Snegk. No, man; tis ſhe that receives and pays all: 


and then I am forc'd to trot after her to church, with 
her cardinal, patrens, and pw Sire for all the world 
as if I was ſtill a prentice. 

Bruin. Zounds | Ewoult tt thee U in the ken- 
nel. 

Sneal. I durſt not—And then at table I never gets | 
what I loves. 

Bruin. The devil! 

Sncal. No; ſhe always helps me herfelf to the tough 
drumſticks of turkies, and the damn'd fat flaps of ſhout- 
ders. of mutton. I don't think 1 have eat a bit of under- 
cruſt fince we have been married. You ſee, brother 
Bruin, I am almoſt as thin as a lath. 

Bruin. An is ſkeleton f 

Sneak. Now, if you think L could carry my point, I 
mn „„ God, I would 
curry and claw her. 

Bruin. By the Lord Harry, ſhe richly deſerves it. 

- Sneak, Will you, brother, lend me a lift? 
7 
neak y, then, up a 7 
and the firſt time ſhe offers to n 

Mrs Sneak on} Jerry, Jerry Sneak! 
Sneak. Gad's my life, fure as a gun that's her voice 
Look ye, brother, don't . to breed a diſtur- 
bane in another body's houſe but as fon as ever ge 


Bruin. New io your time. 

- Sneak. No, no; a 

Mrs Sneak (within. ) Jerry! Jerry l 

Sneak, I come, lovy. Buz you will be ſure to land 
by me? 

Bruin. Trot, nincom 
Sneak. Well, if I don't—I wiſn 
| Mr, Steak (within) Whereis thi ler puppy lt. 


tering ? 
Ba | | Sneak, 
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Sneak. 1 come, chuck, as faſt as I ean— Good Lord, 
what a ſad life do I lead! | [Exit Sneak. 
Bruin. Ex quovis lingua: who can make a filk purſe 


of a ſow's ear ? 
| Enter Sir Jacob. 

Sir Fac. Come, fon Bruin, we are all ſeated at table, 
man; we have but juſt time for a ſnack : the candidates 
are . _ coming. R 4 

ruin. paltry, mean« virited-—Damn it, be- 
fore I would fubmit to ſuch a— 

Sir Fac. Come, come, man; don't be fo cruſty, 

Bruin. I follow, Sir Jacob. Damme, when once a 
man gives up his prerogative, he might as well give up 
— But, however, it is no bread and butter of mine 


_—_ Jerry—Zounds, I would r 2 
xit. 


4 2 . 
Berus tinnen 


Sir Jaco Major Sturgton, Mr and Mr Brus, A 
and Mrs Sneak, diſcovered. f 


Mrs Sneak. F NDEED, Major, not a grain of curio- 

ſity ! Can it be thought that we, who 

have a lord-mayor's — Tobey” Tan take 3 

ſure in this? b 2 ee 
Maj. In time of war, ; 

. 1 fancy a man might * up & good many 

cruits ; but in theſe piping times of peace, I — 


are not 


Jacob permits it. 


Sir Zac. It would, Major, coſt me my popularity to 
quaſh it: the common people are as fond of their cu- 
{toms as the barons were of their Magna Charta e bee 
lides, my tenants make ſome little e 

Enter Roger. | 

Reg. Criſpin Heel-tap, with the walkers, are ſet out 
from the Adam and Eve. 

* Jac. Gad ſo, then they will Took be upon us : 

Come, good folks, the balcony will give us the beſt view 
of the whole. Major, you 2 take the ladies under 


protection. 
Maj. 
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Maj. Sir Jacob, I am upon guard, 
| 2 Fac. I can tell you, this Heel-tap is. an Lock 


« whole corporation of Garratt. 
* Mrs Sneak. That puppy will * be a-chattering: 
'« Sneak. Nay, I did but— - 
Vr, Sneak. Hold your tongue, or IU ſend you 
home in an inſtant. — 
Sir Fac. Pr'ythee, daughter ou may to- day, 
* Major, meet with ſomething that will put you 6 in mand 
of more important tranſactions. 
Maj. Perhaps fo. 
Sir Fac.  Lack-a-day, all may I, . 
princip exactly the —— for though art and edu- 
cation may diſguiſe or poliſh the manner, the ſame 
* motives and ſprings are W planted. 
« Maj. Indeed! 
© Sir Fac. Why, is this * this group of le 
« beians, you will meet with materials to make a Sylla, 
« a Cicero, a Solon, or a Czfar : let them but change 
: conditions, and the world's great lord had, beep. but 
the beſt wreſtler on the 
Maj. Ay, ay; 1 i be have told, theſe things for- 
* merly ; but ſince I have been in Log) have 
« entirely negleRted the claſſes. | 
©. Mob without huzza. oy 
-+ Sir Jace Hat A Nee e e Major.” 6 
Sneak. Father Sir Jacebs TORS not. we have a bake 
ard of ftingo above? 
Sir Fac. By all means. 
Saal. Dr bear, War 
F . cal ke the balconys. 
% | 3 "78S A Street... 
Enter Mob, with Heel-tap at their bead ; ſame cryings 
_ _ A Gooſe; others, I Mug; otbers, 4 Primmer. | 
t Heel. Silence there; filence. 
1/} Mab. Hear neighbour Heel-tap. _ 10 
no Mob. Ay, ay Criſpy © OST. 
Mob. Ay, ay, hear him, bear Citipin's be in pat 
us into the model of the thing at once. 
Heel-tap, Why then, ſilence, I fay. 
x B 3 Al. 


. * — 


„ ACS 5, AS. 


ny oY os 


* 
© 
ol 


« Sneak. And plays the beſt game at cribbage in the 


= 


——y—ͤ—— 24 — «„ 
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All. Silence.” © b 
Herb tap. Silence, and let us iced, —— 


with all the decency and confuſion ava] upon WEE Vee 


caſions. 

1 Mob. Ay, ay, there i is no doing without that. 

All. No, no, no. 

Heel. Silence then, and keep the peace; what, is 
there no reſpe& wa to — am not I the re: 
turning officer ? 

All. Ay, ay, ay. 

; — Choſen by Shs, area, of kd Sir 
aco 

. All. True, true. 

Heel. Well then, be filent and ied Stand back 
there, that gentleman without a ſhirt, and make room 
for your 3 Where's Simon dnullle the ſexton ! 

Snuffle. H | 
— Hleel. Let 71h forward; we ppoint him our 
ws ys — 1 5 a ſcollard, and Can read written 

; o let be reſpected accordingly. 
3d Mob. Room for maſter Snuffle. © 4 | 

Heel. Here, ſtand by me; and let A nd neighbours, 
. to open the prethuire of the thi oy but, firſt, 

our reverence to the lord of the manor ;' a life and 
4 merry one to our landlord Sir Jacob? L hawk 

Mob. Huzza! : 

Sneak. How fates it, ___ his 1 

Heel. Servant, Maſter Stieak. how une the 
premunire of the thing, which 1 ſhall do briefly, with 
Al the loquacity poſh be x that is, in a medium way 
which, that we may the better do it; let the 
read the names of the candidates, and What they fay for 
themſelves ; and then we ſhall know what to fay of 
them. Maſter Snuffle, be in. 
© Snuf: To the worthy inhabitants of the'anclent cor 
« poration of Garratt: Gentlemen, your votes and in- 
« tereſt are humbly requeſted, in favour of Timothy 
&* Gooſe, to ſucceed your late worthy mayor, Mr Ri- 
% chard Dripping,. in the ſaid office, he being 
Heel. This Goofe is but à kind of golling, > ſoit of 
. ſcoundrel: who is he? | 

S A journeyman unter from Putney. ** 


- 


rer = 


THE MAYOR OF GARRATT. 19 
Heel. A journeyman taylor! A raſeal, has he the 
impudence to tranſpire to be mayor? Dye conſider, 
neighbours, the weight” of this office? Why, it is a 
burden for the back of a porter; and ean you think that 
this croſs-legg*d eabbage · eating ſon of a cucumber, this 
whey-fac'd _ who is but the ninth part of a man, 
has ftrength to upport it? 

1/} Mob. No Gooſe! no Gooſe ! 

2d Mob. A Gooſe! 

Heel. Hold your hiſſing, and . to > the next. 

Snuf. * Your votes are deſired for Matthew Mugs” 
"1 Mob. A Mug! a Mug! 

Heel. Oh, oh; what, you are all ready to have 4 
touch of the tankard ? But fair and ſoft, good neigh- 
bours : let us taſte this Maſter Mug before we fallow 
him; and, unleſs I am miſtaken, you will find him a 
damn'd bitter draught. 

* 1/8 Mob. A Mug! = Mag | N 
2d Mob. Hear him; hear Maſter Heel- tap? * 

1/ Mob. A Mug! a Mug ; 
Heel. Harkye, you fellow with your mouth full of 
Mug, let me aſk you a queſtion—bring him forward 
> is not this Matthew Mag a n en 
3% Mob. I beheve he may. 

cel. And Wes # the fign of the Adam and Exe ? 

34 Mob I believe he mae. 

Heel. Now anſwer upon your honour, 98 
3 gentleman, what is the preſent price of 2 
home - brew d at the Adam and Eve? 

Con I dont know. 
el. Lou lie, firrah; an't it x grome ? 
4 Mob. I beHeve it may. * een 

Oh, may be ſo. Now, Wen here's a 
* —— this fame Mug, becauſe, d' ye ſee, — 
a jog glidly without layitg i | 
upon ale, Uk feotitidre}, not contented to tak 
fog i % Wei fs Ab tel Ge Spacer eG 


it a pen 3 '* 
Mob. "No ug ! no Myg 
Heel. So, Tthought ae Mr ag: Come, 
proce to the next, Simon. 


* Cs 
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Su. The next upon the liſt is Peter Primmer the 
*. | | 


Heel Ay, neighbours, and a ſufficient man: let me 
tell you, Maſter Prices. is the man for my money; a 
man of learning, that can lay down the law: why, ad- 
zooks, he is wiſe enough to puzzle the parſon ; and 
then, how you have heard him oration at the FS 
and Eve of Saturday night, about Ruſſia and Pruſ- 
fia. Ecod, George 9 the See 1s ng 
all to un. 

4 Mob. A Primmer! 

Heel. Ay, if the folks above did but 1 > 8 — 
why, lads, he will make us all ſtateſmen in time. 

2d Mob. Indeed ! 

Heel. Why, he ſwears as how all the miſcarriages a are 
owing to the great people's not learning to read. 

34 Mob. Indeed ! 

Heel. For, ſays Peter; ſays he, if they RAY but 
once ſubmit to be learned by me, there is no knowing 
to what a pitch the nation might riſe,” _ 

% Mb. Ay, I wiſh they would. 

_ Sneak. Criſpin, what, is Peter Primmer a candidate ? 

Heel. He is, Maſter Sneak. 

Sneak, Lord, I know him, mun, as well as my mo- 
ther: why, I uſed to go to his lectures S 
hall alo with deputy Firkin. | 

Heel. enough. 

Sneak. Ods me, brother Bruin, can you tell what i is 
become of my ñũſee?e . 

Bruin. She is gone off with the Major. 

Sneak. Mayhap to take a walk in the D 1 vin 
, e e e Lani fee 

| Mob without huzza, 

Heel. Gadlol the candidates are coming. Come, 
neighbours, range yourſelves to the right. left, that 
. you may be cara in oder be us fo who comes 


KA . . 
ow, neighbours, a * t 
this Maſter Mug does not cajole you ; be is a damn'd 
_Palaycring fellow. 2 
ter 


14” 
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| Enter Matthew . 
* Mug. Gentlemen, I am the loweſt of your ſlaves : 
© Mr Heel-tap, have the honour of kiſſing your hand. 
Heel. There, did nat E tell you? 
Mug. Ah, my very aka I hope your fa- 
ther i is well ? | 
« 1/ Mob. He is dead. 
Mag. So he is. Mr Grub, Ny Wes als 
* your very good wife is in health. _ 
© 24 Mob. Wiſe! 1 never was married. 
Mag. No more you were. Well, neighbours and 
© friends—Ah ! what, honeſt Dick Bennet 
34 Mob. My name is G Gubbins. 
* Mug. You are right, it ; and how fixes it 
0 with good Mr Gubbins ? 
« 34 Mob. Pretty tight, — 
Aug Ih am ex "er to hear it. 
0 175 Mob. Hark' ye, does, wh | 
| Your pleaſure, m ear friend 
< 4% 5. W Why as how and, 3 concerning . ; young 
© one at home. 


Mug. Right, the 7s a prodigious promi vg «4 
FM WY 8311 Zooks, why tis a boy. pied.” 
7 Mug. True, a'Hne boy! love and honour the 
, 1 
* 4h Mob. Nay, "tis none tuch a child; but we 


Mug. A place! t plac 
C wy Mob. — ntleman's ſervice, you know. 
© Mug. Tt is done; it is fix'd; it is ſettled. 

' * 4th Mob. And when is the lad to take on? 
Mug. He muſt go in a fortnight at fartheſt. 
6 4th 4150 And is it a pretty goodiſh birth, Mafter 


* Mu 
r The beſt v the world; henbiter to Lady 
— Bounce. | 

© 4th Mob. A lady! | 
Mug. The wages are not ach, but the hid 
tet. 

4 4th Neb. Barbara Bunch? '* 

6 Mug. Yes; he has wan on Tueſdays and Sunday, 

$ 


— 
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* and he gathers the tables; only he finds candles, cards, 
© coffee, and tea. 
« 4th Mob. Is Lady Barbara's work pretty tight ? 
Mug. foods of ho noi he only writes cards 
« $0-hex companys and dreſſes his miſtreſs's hair. 
« 4th Mob. air Zounds, why Jack was bred to 
« dreſſing of horſes. 
Mag. True; but he is ſuffered to do oven de- 
put 
2 % Mob. be ſo. 
Mug. It is Hark'ye, dear Heel-tap, who i is 
this f. low? 1 ſhould remember his face. | 
Heel. And don't you? 1 
« Mug, Not L I profeſs. | 
| « Hed. 5 ! 


A Wau mad. eee 
« wears: ave you Hy TOE re.. 


7 2 
Gentlemen of the corporation of S | 
2 Now, twig him; now, mind him: mark how 
he hawls his muſcles about. 
Maęg. in will be tome 
the moſt honourable honour that can be conferr'd; and 
ſhould I ſucceed, you, gentlemen, may depend on my 
— 7 y utmoſt endeavours to promote the good of the 
bo for which purpoſe, the encouragement of 
trade Ja manufaQories will moſt principally tend. Gar- 
ratt, it muſt be owned, is an inland town, . 
like Wandſworth, and Fulham, and Putney, the glo- 
rious advant of a port 3 but what nature has denied, 
GIA tay rn cabbage, carrots, and colly-flowers, 
may be deemed at preſent your ſtaple commadities ; but 
why ſhould not your commerce be extended? Were T1, 
gentlemen, worthy to adviſe, I ſhould . the 
. f gentlemen, 
2 manufacturing of f. ragraſs. — I own, 
gentlemen, bears at ent the -bell ; but where lies 
the fault? In ourſelves, gentlemen : let us, gentlemen, 
but exert our natural ſtrength, and I will take upon me 
ann. that a hundred * che * of 
Carratt 


— by 
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Garratt will, in a ſhort time, at the London market, be 
held at leaſt as an equivalent to a Batterſea bundle. 
Mob. A Mug ! a Mug ! 7 
Heel. Damn the fellow, what a tongue he has! 1 
muſt ſtep 1 in, or he will carry the day. Harkee, Ma- 
ſter flow ? | 


. Your pleaſure, my very friend? 
He No . 1 _ thee, Matthew, 


'twont do: why, as to this article of ale here, how 
comes it about, that you have rais'd it a penny a quart? 

Mug. A word in your ear, Criſpin you and your 
friends ſhall have it at three pence. 

Heel. What, firrah, d'ye offer a bribe ? D'ye- dare 
to _— me, you ſcoundrel? 

Gentlemen - 

—4 Here, neighbours; the fellow had offers to 
ba rar in) pon if ſo be as how I would be con- 
ſenting to J 6pm ; 

Mob. No Mug! no Mug! 

Mug. mg re ge friends— ; 

Mob. No Wave ; 

Mug. I believe this is the ict borough dat ever was: 
loſt by the returning officer's refuſing a 57 a 

xi | 

2 Mob. Let us go and pull down his 1 * 

Heel. Hold, hold, no riot: but, that we may not 

e Mug time to pervert atone . 
ph proceed to the election. 


Mob. Agreed! . | 
Exit Heel- p and Mob. 


Sir jacob, Bruia, and Wife, come from the balcony. 
Sir Fac. Well, ſon n how od ye reliſh the cor- 
poration of Garratt? 
Bruin. Why, lookye, Sir Jacob 3 my way is always 
to ſpeak what I think: I don't approve ont at all. 
Mrs Bruin. No! 
Sir Fac. And what's your obje&ion? f 
Bruin. Why, I was never over“ fond of your May- 
games ; beſides, corporations are too ſerious We they 
ave eee Sir Jacoby | n pb 


The 2d act uſually Wi and the whole forqgoing 
ſcenes, from the end of act I. are omitted. 


e qm ü 
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Sir 'Fac. That they are frequently tools, I can readily 
grant : * I never — much of their edge. f 

Mrs _ Well now, 1 proteſt, I e with 
it mighti 

Broin, And who the devil doubts it ?—You women 
folks are eaſily pleas'd. 

Mr: Bruin. Well, I like it ſo well, that 1 hope to 
ſee one every year. 

Bruin. 'Do you? Why then you will be damnably bit: 

ou n r tos the 16 the 
you ſhall ſee. 

Sir Fac. Fie, Mr Bruin, how can you be ſuch a 
bear? is that a manner of treating your wiſe? 

Bruin. What, I ſuppoſe you would have me ſuch a 
ſniveling ſot as your ſon-in-law Sneak, to truckle and 
ate, to fetch and to 

Enter Sneak in à violent hurry 

"Sneak. Where's brother Bruin! O 
J have ſuch a diſmal ſtory to tell you- 

Bruin. What's the matter? It : 

Sneak. Why, you know I went into the garden to 
look for my vife and the Major, and there I hunted and 
hunted as ſharp as if it had been for one of my own mi- 
nickens ; but the deuce a major or madam could I fee : 
at laſt, a thought came into my head inne; 
up in the ſummer-houſe. - | 

-Aruin, And there you found them? - 

_ Sneak. I'll tell you: = door was lock d; and then 
I look'd through the key-hole z. and there, Lord a mer- 
cy — us! | Whiſpers] as ſure as a gun. 

Bruin, Indeed! Zounds, why did not you break 
open the door? 

Sneal. IT durſt not: What, would you 1 me ſet 
my wit to a ſoldier? I warrant the Major would have 
knock'd me down with one of his boots ; for I could ſee 
they were both of them off. 

Bruin. Very well | pretty Wai 1 ſee, Sir 
Jacob, theſe wr are the fruits of indulgence : You may cal 
me Ras but. your daughter ſhall never make me a 


* 
* Mob buzzer. Fer 
Sr 
5 2 * ; ” | L 
T 2 5 2 
29% m0 Ji6 d 38d 565 5 1 rr 
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Siv Fac: Hey-day ! What, is the cledion . 


ready ? 
Dee Criſpin, Sc. 

Heel. Where is Maſter Sneak? 

Steak. Here, Criſpin. 

Heel. The ancient corporation of Garrett: — 
deration of your great parts and abilities, and out of re- 
ſpect to their landlord Sir Jacob, nne 
choſen you mayor. 

Sneak. Me | huzza! Good Lord, who would have 
though it | But how came Maſter Primmer to loſe it ? 

Heel, Why, Phill Fleam had told the electors, that 
Maſter Primmer was an Iriſhman 3 n 
none of them ve their vote for a foreigner. 
Sneak. 80 I have it for certain; huzza ! Now 
brother Bruin, you ſhall ſee how I'll manage my ma- 
dam: Gad, I'll make her know I am a man of autho- 
rity 3 ; ſhe ſhan't think to bullock and domineer over me. 

Bruin. Now for it, Sneak the enemy*s at hand · 

Sneak. You promiſe to ſtand by me, brother Bruin? 

Bruin. Tooth and nail. 

Sneak. Then now ſor it; In ready, Uet hey come 


when ſhe will. 
Enter Mrs Sneaks 

Mr: Sneak, Where is the puppy ? | 

Sneak. Yes, ves ſhe is axing for me. 

Mr; Sneak. So, fot ; what, is this true that I ken? 

. Sneak. May be 'tis, may be tant: I don't ehooſe to 
truſt my affairs with a voman. Is that right, brother 
Bruin ? 

Bruin. Fine! don't bate hee an inch. 

Sneak. Stand by me. 

Mes Sneak. Hey-day! I am msd Why, what 
is the meaning of this? 

Sneak. The meaning is plain, that T am growu 2 
man, and vil do what 1 pleaſe, without being — 
able to nobody. 

Mr. Sneak. Why, the fellow is ſurely bewitch'd. 
- Sneak. No, I am unwitcWd, and that you ſhall bore 
to your coſt 3 and ſince you provoke me, I will tell 
a bit of my mind: what, Lam the huſband I hope? 
Bruin. That's right; at her again. 
Vos. II. C Sneak, 


oa Gt WED 
— — 1 
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Gon no longer ne 


26 THE MAYOR OF GARRAT T. 


Sneak. Les: and you ſhan't think to hector and do- 
mineer over me as you have done; for I'll go to the 
club when I pleaſe, and lay out as late as 1 lift, and 
row in a boat to Putney on Sundays, and wiſit my 
friends at Vitſontide, and keep the key of the till, and 

a at table to hat vittles I like 3 and Til ave 
a bit of the brown. | 

Bruin. Bravo, brother! ek itheidzy's your own. 

Sneak. An't it! Vhy, I did ae ee 


| Gall L tell-ber all e . 


Bruin. Every thing; bee ſhe is Huck dumb. | 
Sneak, As an oyſter. Madam, I have ſome- 


thing furder to tell you: ecod,. if ſome folks go into 


gardens with majors, mayhap other people may go into 
garrets with nme I gave ihe home, bro 
ther Bruin. 


Sneak, nd eee Am I shy, 
my wife, and I am your maſter. 
Mrs Sneak. My maſter ! you paltry, puddlin puppy; 
you ſneaking, ſhabby, ſcrubby, — p! 
Sneat. Brother Bruin, don't let her come near me. 
Mrs Sneak. Haye I, firrah, demean'd myſelf to wed 


ſuch a thing, ſuch a 3 as thee! Have I not made 
-myſelf a bye-word to all my acquaintance ! Don't all 


the world cry, Lord, who would have —. 4 it, Miſs 
e up at laſt 
with ſuch a noodle as he! 

Sneak. Ay, and glad enough you could catch me: 

yon know you was pretty near your laſt legs. 
_— 1 Was there ever ſuch a conſident cur? My 
Why, all the country knows, I could have 
— and choos'd where I would: did not I refuſe. 
— Ap- Griffith from Wales? did not Ceuffſellor Crab 


come a- courting a twelvemonth ? did not Mr Wort, the 


great brewer of Brentford, make an offer that I ſhould 


| keep my poſt-chay ? 


Sneak. Nay, brother Bruin, he has had werry good 
rs, that 1 18 certain, *T 
Mr; Sneak, My laſt legs But I * rein my paſ- 


4 Bruin. 
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Bruin. 'Q fie, fiſter Sneak. 
Sneak. Hold her faſt. © 

Mrs Sneak. Mr Bruin, unhand me: Abad love 
that have ſtirred up theſe coals then ; he is ſet on by 
you to abuſe me. 

Bruin. Not I; I would only have a man to behave 
like a man. 

Mr. Sneak. What, and ave you to teach him INE 
rant—But here comes the Major. 

Enter Major Sturgeon. 
Oh Major! ſuch a riot and rumpus! Like a man in- 
deed! I wiſh people would mind their own affairs, and 
not meddle with matters that does not concern them: 
but all in good time; I ſhall one day catch him alone, 
when he has not his bullies to back him. 

Sneak. Adod, that's true, brother Bruin; what ſhall 
parte) mba pps ny). rn any che; Ih 

ves | 

Bruin. If et her once under, may do with 
- rat 7 ol 2 2 

Maj. Look ye, Maſter Bruin, 1 don't know how 
—— ſuit bith a citizen; but were you an 
officer, and Major Sturgeon pet proper act 

Bruin. What then ? 215 N 

Maj. Then! why then you would be broke. 

Bruin. Broke! and for what | 
Maj. What! read the articles of war: but theſe things. 
are out of your ſpear ; points of honour are for the ſons. 
of the ſword. 

_ Honour! if you come to that, where was 
your honour when you got my vife in the en? 

Maj. Now, we gre is the ce f or cloth: 
al fulpe&ted for the faults of a few. 

Sneak. Ay, aaduictiwidheud bende ibend af yoir 
tricks at the king ef Bohemy, when you was campain- 
ing about; 1 did. Father Sir Jacob, he is as wicious 
as an old ram. 

Maj. Stop whilſt you are ſafe, Maſter Sneak : for 
the ſake of your amiable . . 


But for ou — 
Bruin. Well! Angel 
ou Dread thewhole-force of HU. Anand 
e Bruin. 
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Bruin. Why, look ye, Major Sturgeon, I don't 
much care for your poppers and becauſe why, 
they are out of my way ; — CINE your 
boots, and box a couple of bouts. 

Maj. Box! box !—Blades, - bullets, baghhot ! 
| Mri Sneak. Not for the world, my dear Major! O 
riſk not fo precious a life! Ungratetul wretches ! and 
is this the reward for all the great feats he has done? 
After all his marchings, his ſouſings, his ſweatings, his 
ſwimmings; muſt his dear blood be ſpilt by a broker? 

May. 'Be ſatisfied, ſweet Mrs Sneak ; theſe little fra- 
caſes we ſoldiers are ſubject to; trifles, bagatailes, Mrs 
Sneak. But that matters may be conducted in a mili- 
tary manner, I will get our chaplain to pen me a chal - 
lenge: Expect to hear from my adjutant. 

Jeng Sneak. Major, Sir —— what, are you all 

ink his dear A man, yes; 4 — 
— indeed, to ſet married people a-quarrelling, and 
ferment a difference between and wife: if you 
were a man, you would not ſtand by and ſee a poor wo- 
mad: beat and abus'd by a brute, you would not. 
Send. Oh Lord, I can hold out no longer! Why, 
brother Bruin, you have ſet her a veeping : my life, my 
lovy, don't veep: did 1 ever think I ſhould have made 
my Molly to veep! .. 
Mrs Sneak. Laſt legs ! you lubberly 


[ Strikes him. 

_ Sir Fac. Oh fie, Molly. 

e Sneak. What, are you leagu'd againſt me, Sir 

Sir Fac. Prithee don't expoſe yourſelf before the 
whole pariſh. But what has been the occaſion of this ? 

Mrs Sneak. Why, has not he gone and made himſelf 
the fool of the fair? - Mayor of Garratt indeed ! ecod, 
I could trample him under my feet. 
_— Nay, why ſhould you grudge me my purfar- 
ment 

Mr: Sneak. Did you ever hear ſuch an oaff ? Why, 
thee wilt be pointed at wherever thee goeſt. Look ye, 
Jerry, mind what I ſay; go, get em to chooſe ſome- 
body elſe, or never come near me 


again. 
Sneak, What ſhall I do, father Sir Jacob? 


9 
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Sir Jao. Nay, daughter, yon take this thing in too 

ſerious a light; my honeſt neighbours thought to com- 
liment me: but come, we'll ſettle t - buſineſs at 

Neighbours my hy being ſeldom an e 
the duty will never be done: ſo we will get our honeſt 
friend Heel - tap to execute the ole ; he is, I think, 
every way qualified. , ' 

Mob. A 8 1 


3% Jad. 5 iy," dis ans pot NN 


Sneak. Do, Criſpin; do be my {cum tenens. > 

| Heel. Give me your hand, Maſter Sneak, and to- 
oblige you I will be the ecm tenen. 

Sir Fac. So, that is ſettled: but now to heal the 
other breach. Come, Major, the gentlemen of your 
cloth ſeldom bear malice ; let me interpoſe between you 
and-my-{on——— 

Maj. Your ſon in-law, Sir Jacob, does deſerve a ca- 
ſtigation; but owTrecolleffionz! a cit' would but fully my. 
arms. I forgive him. _ 

Sir Fac. That's right: as a token of amity, and to 
celebrate our feaſt, let us call in t 


„% ee eee ee ðò „ ³˙ Am 


try- dance. 

Maj. Sir Jacob, no ſhoes ; a a major mult be never out 
of his boats ; always ready for action. ire en will 
find me lizhtſome enough. 

Sneak. What, are 1 0 the vomen nent Why 
then my /ocum ienens and 1 will, jigg. JEN Forget» 
and forgive, 2 | 

now Freely. N 

Nor be it "faid; that after al my toll, 
- —— my regimentals by a broil. 
as u I 7 of ot boots, ſword, and lhieldy, 
Sr Fae. As eſs in the chamber as the geld. 
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| e fiddles. Now, 1 G 
the Major had but his ſhoes, he- might join. in a co 
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TARS or OLD ENGLAND. 
IN TWO ACTS. 
Br Dx SMOLLET. 


Dainarie Pusu 
Mt EZ N. 7 
KEY | Fdinburgd, 1780. 
a . 
— — 2 
Bruſb, his ſervant, — Mr Palmer. Mr Williams. 
"Fra My Blakes- Mr Charteris. 


Mr Johnfion, Mr Mills. 
Mr Hallion. 


Mr Beard Mr Curtis. 
Mr Woodward. * Jennings. 


WOMEN. 
e dirs tw Berth, I n mal. Miſs Mills 


Soldiers, Sailors, &0c. 
 $cxxx, Ons board a French fbip 5 at. anchor on ihe. coaſt: of 
- Normandy. * | 


PRO- 


_— » ASC 
- > 


Pp R O L O G U E. 
Spoken by Mr HAVARD. 


Confign'd to Pluto his devoted head; 
And, that wo — —— uncivil, . 
With yows and pray*'rs he fairly brib'd the Devil : 
Yet neither vows nor ptay'ts, nor. rich oblation, 
Cou'd always ſave the finner—from damnation. 
Thus authors, tott ring on the brink of fate, 
The eritie's rage with prologues deprecate : 
Yet oft the trembling bard implores in vain, 
The wit profeſs'd turns out a dunee in grain : 
No plea can then avert the dreadſul ſentence, 
He muſt be damn'd—in ſpite of all repentance. 
Here juſtice ſeems from her ſtraight line to vary, 
No guilt attends a fat involuntary ; _ 
This maxim the whole cruel charge deſtroys, 
No poet ſure was ever dull—by p 4 wg 
So pleads onr culprit in his own defence, 
You cannot prove his dulneſs — — 
He means to pleaſe — he owns no view 
And now preſents you with—a fea- 
A diſh—howeer you reliſh his endeavours, 
Replete with a variety of flayours. 127 
A A ſtout Hibernian, and ferocious Scot, 
Together boil in out enchanted put. a 
To taint theſe viands with the true fumet, ö / 
— _ : muſty, 3 7 ä 
is ſtale in nt might our porridge marr 
Without forms aeid juice of Engliſh tar. | 
Fo rouſe the appetite the drum ſhall rattle, 
And the defert be a bloodlets battle. 
What heart will fail to glow, what eye to bri 
When Britain's wrath arouy'd begins to lighten ! 
Her thunders roſl—her fearleſs ſons advance, | 
And her red enfigns wave o'er the pale flow'rs of France. 
a — ——— — ——— 4 
When Edward's banners fann'd the Gallic more; | 
When Howard's arm Eliza's vengeance burl'd, 
And Drake diffas'd her fame around the world. 
Still ſhall that god-like flame your boſoms fire, 
The gen'rous fon ſhall emulate the fire, 
Her ancient ſplendos England ſhall maintain, : 
Oer diſtant realms extend her genial reign, 4 
Aud rife=th* unrixalr d empreb of the main. 


A ancient ſage, when death approach d his bed, 


- 
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4 CT: h 
Enter HzarTLY-and Bavsn. 
Bausn. 


ELL, if this be taking diverſion on the water, 
| Heav'n ſend me ſafe on Engliſh ground f and 
if ever I come in fight of the ſea again, may a watery 
grave be my portion. Firſt, to be terrified with the 
thoughts of drowning—ſecondly, to be toſſed and tum- 
bled about like a foot · hall chirdly, to be drenched with 
ſea- water —fourthly, to be ſtunk to death with pitch 
and tar, and the ſavoury ſcent of my fellow-ſufferers— 
fifthly, to be racked with perpetual puking till my 
guts are turned inſide out'—and, ixthly and laſtly,, 
to be taken priſoner — . by the French t 

Heart. Enough—eno ; he | 
Bruſh. Enough !—aye, and to ſpare.— I wiſh I could. 
give part to thoſe who envy my good fortune. But how 
will the good Lady Bloomwell moralize when ſhe finds. 
her daughter Miſs Harriet is fallen into the hands of. 
Monſieur de Champignon ? 
Heart. No more—that reflection alarms me !—yet I 
have nothing to fear—as there is no war declared; we- 
ſhall ſoon be releaſed ; and in the mean time the French, 
will treat us with their uſual politeneſs. A 
Bruſh. Pox on their politeneſs! Ah; maſter, gom- 
mend me to the blunt ſincerity of the true ſurly Britiſh 
maſtiff.— The raſcallion that took my 'purſe bowed ſo. 
low, and paid me ſo many compliments, that I ventu- 
red: to argue the matter, in hopes of convincing him he 
was in the wrong—but he ſoon ſtopped my mouth with. 
a vengeance, by clapping a cocked piſtol to my ear, and 
telling me he ſhould have the honour to blow my brains. 
. out. —Another of thoſe polite gentlemen begged leave 
to exchange hats with me—a third fell in love with my 
filver ſhoe-buckles—nay, that very individual-nice but- 
tock of beef, which I had juſt begun to ſurvey with 
looks of defire, after the diſmal evacuation I had under-- 
gone, was raviſhed from my fight by two — 


n 
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French wolves, who beheld it with equal joy and aſto - 


niſnument. | | 1 
Heart. I muſt confeſs they plundered us with great 
dexterity and diſpatch; and even Monſieur, de Cham- 
pignon, the commander, did not keep his hands clear of 
the pillage :—An inſtance of rapaciouſneſs I did not ex+ 
& to meet with in a gentleman and an officer. Sure 
he will behave as ſuch to Harriet. | 75 
Bruſh. Faith, not to flatter you, Sir, I take him to 
be one of thoſe fellows who owe their good fortune to 
nothing leſs than their good works. He firſt rifled your 
miſtreſs, and then made love to her with great 
try—but you was in the right to call yourſelf her bro- 
ther—If he knew you were his rival, you might paſs 
your time very diſagreeably. en 
Heart. There are two officers on board, who ſeem to 
diſapprove of his conduct; they would nat be concerned 
in robbing us, nor would they ſuffer their ſoldiers to 
take any of the prey, 'but condoled Harriet and 
me on our misfortune with marks of real concern. 
Braſb. You mean Lieutenant Oclabber and Enfign 
Maclaymore ; a couple of damn'd rene You lean 
upon a broken reed if you truſt to their compaſſion. - 
Heart. Oclabber I knew at Paris, when I travelled 
with my brother; and he then bore the character of an 
honeſt man and a brave officer The other is an High 
lander, excluded (I ſuppoſe) from his own country on 
account of the late rebellion ; for that reaſon, perhaps, 
more apt to pity the diſtreſſed. I ſee them walking 
this way in cloſe conference, —While I go down to the 
cabin to vifit my dear Harriet, you may lounge about, 
and endeavour to overhear their converſation. [| Exeunt. 
Enter Oclabber and Maclaymore. 
Oclab. Arrah, for what — don't value Monſieur de 
Champignon a rotten potatoe; and when the ſhip goes 
aſhore, 1 will be after aſking him a ſhivil queſtion, as I 
told him to his face, when he turned his back upon me 
in the cabin. . 
Mac. Weel, weel, Maiſter Oclabber, I wonna tak 
upon me to ſay a'together ye're in the wrang—but ye 
ken there's a time for a' things; and we man gang hooly 
and fairly while we're under command. a 
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© this ſword-belt, of the ſkin of a ſea - wolf that I ſhot 
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Oclab. You talk as you plaiſe, Mr Maclaymore, 
— you're a man of learning, honey. Indeed, indeed, I 
am always happy when you are ſpaiking, whether I am 
aſleep or awake a gra: But, by my ſhoul, I will main- 
tain, after the brarth is out of my body, that the Eng- 
liſh pleaſure-boat had no right to be taken before the 
declaration of war, much more the priſoners to be plun- 
dered, which you know is the prerogative of pirates and 
privateers. F1 | i 
Mac. To be ſure, the law of nations does ha preſcind 
that privilege in actual war; for ye ken, in ancient 
times, the victor teuk the ſpolia opima ; and in my coun- 
try to this very day we follow the auld practice, pecu- 
dum predas agere. But then ye maun tak notice, nae 
ntleman wad plunder a leddy—awa*, awa' !—hfic for 
for ſhame | and a right ſonſy damſel too, I'm ſure it 
made my heart wae, to ſee the ſaut brine come happing 
oer her winſome cheeks, 
Oclab. Devil burn me, but my bowels wept ſalt water 
to ſee her ſweet face look fo forrowful !—Och, the de- 
licate creature !—ſhe's the very moral of my own honey, 
dear Sheelah o*Shannaghan, ©* whom I left big with 
in the county of Fermanaghan, grammachree !—* 
Ochone my dear Sheelah .—* Cook here, ſhe made me 


© at the mouth of the Shannon—and I gave her at part- 
© ing a nun's diſcipline to keep her ſweet fleeſh in or- 
* der—Och, my dear honey captain, cried ſhe, I ſhall 


never do penance but I will be thinking of you. — 
- Ah, poor Sheelah ! ſhe once met with a terrible misfor- 
tune gra: we were all a merry-making at the caſtle of 


Ballyclough ; and ſo Sheelah having drank a cup too 
much, honey, fell down ſtairs out of a window. When 


1 came to her, ſhe told me ſhe was ſpeechleſs; © and b 
my ſhoul it was tree long weeks before ſhe got wich 


© her legs again: then I compoſed a lamentation in the 


Iriſh tongue—and ſung it to the tune of drimmendoo'; 


but a friend of mine, of the order of St Francis, has 


made a relation of it into Engliſh, and it goes very well 


to the words of Elen a Roon: 


Mac. Whether is't an elegy ora ode! 


alas. 
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© Oclab, How the devil can it be odd, when the · ver 


« ſesare all even? 
Mac. Gif it be an clegy, iz muſt be written in he 


carmen elegiacum ; or giff it be an ode, it ma be 


( momocolos, dieolos, nnen perhaps it's 
iambics. 


Oclab. Arra, upon m een ee 
« ſimple ſhambrucks, — But if you'll hold "ue 
nenne e 5 S0h 


e 

Ye ſwains of the Shannon, fair Sheelah is gone, | 
Ye ſwains of the Shannon, fair Sheelah is gone : | 
Ochone my dear jewel, A 
Why was you ſo cruel, N 
e e eee 
"Tho? Teague ſhut the caſement in Bally hall, 
Tho? Teague ſhut the caſement in wan hall; 
| In the dark ſhe was groping, 17 
And found it wide open; | 
Och, abedenil.Mavielt cork vet. Read Inka. fable: | 
In beholding your charms, I can ſee them no more, 
In beholding your charms, I car ſee them no more : 
If you're dead do but own it, 4. 

Then you'll hear me bemoan it; | 
For in loud lamentations gone fate I'll f a 


Devil curſe this occaſion with tumults and ftrife | 
+ Devil curſe this occaſion with tumults and ſtrife ! 
7 O the month of November, 

© She'll have cauſe to remember, | 
* As a Vack-letter a all the En of hrlif 


With a rope I cou'd.catch the dear creature I've loſt l. 
With a rope I cou'd catch the dear creature I've . | 
But without a diſmiſſion, 
I'd loſe my commiſſion, 


And (te with err 
| Shall I never fee you, my lovely Shed, theſe fee. 


* 
- 
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years An it plaiſed God to bring us within fort 
TI week io be nearcr 
all the days of my liſe. 5 

Mac. Hoot-fie,- Captain Qclabber, des 4 your 
philoſophy Did you never read Seneca de conſolatione ? 
or Voluſenus, my countryman, de tranguiliitate ani- 
mi? —-Ife warrant we n laſs too, in 


the .bracs of — deary that 
wont to meet me — Bal, —.— 
ſhe grat and cried, War” Was my heart that we — ſunder. 


Whiſht, what's a* that rippet! [A noife of drums. 
Oclab. Arra-mon-dea ! they are beating our grena- 
dier's march, us if the enemy was in view : but | ſhall 
fetch them off long 8 deſore they begin to charge; 
or, by St Patrick, I'll beat their Rull. to a pancake. 
Mac. ( To a bag-piper croſſing the flage. ) Whare are 
© ye ſe ga ane with the mooſic, Donald ? 
ip. Guid fait, an your hononr; che com- 
C . for her to play a ſpring to the ſaſe- 
nach damſel; hut her nain fell wad na pudge the length 
© of her tae. without your honour's order—and ſhe I 
a' the men march before her with the Britiſh flag and 
© the reſt of the plunder. - = © 
* Mac. By my. ſaul he's a gowk and a guuky, to to 
« ettle at diverting the poor laſſy with the puppet-ſhew 
© of her ain misfortune—But, howſomever, Donald, ye 
* may gang and entertain ber with a pibroch of Macree - 
© man's compoſition ;-and if ſhe has any taſte for mooſic, 
« ye'll ſoon gar her forget her diſaſter. 
- © Oclab. Arrah, now ſince that's the caaſe, I would 
© not be guilty of a rude thing to the lady ; and if it be 
done to compoſe her ſpirits, by my ſhoul the drum 
© ſhall beat till ſhe's both deaf and dumb, before I tell 
© it to leave off—But we'll go and ſee the proceſſion. 


i [Exeunt. 
RR. © A Proceffion. 

© Firſt the b pipe then a ragged dirty ſheet for the 
French colour;—a file of foldters in tatter;—the Eng- 

| 6 4 priſoners —the plander, in the midff of which is an 

ngliſh buttock of beef carried en the ſhoulders of four 

© meagre Frenchmen. The drum Ar by a crew of 
| | ; ** V rench ſailors. | 
} f © Enter 


—— — On 


_ — = : 
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4 Enter Champignon and Harriet. 
| Cham. Madame, you ſee de fortune of de — 
tate be admirable capricieux - you be de priſonier of my 
arm IL be de cautive of your mary gar, my W 


turn to my diſgrace. arcs] 
Har. Truly, I thiok lo fr nothing can be more 


diſgraceful than what you have done. 

bam. Den vat I ave done !--parblicy, * I. not ander- 
ſtand vat you mean, madame ave de honor to n 
off one great victoire over de Englis. . 

Har. You have carried off an unarmed boat contrary 
to the law of nations, and, rifled the paſſengers in oppo- 
ſition to the dictates of juſtice and humanity—I ſhould 
be glad to know what a common robber i do worſe. 
(bam. Common robber Madame, your ſerviteur tres 
humble de charm of your eſprit be as brilliant as de 
attraits of your perſonne; in one and t'oder you be 
n adorable—ſouſfrez den dat I een * art 

our 

" If you have. any enn tombs it anibe 
6 a very ſtale ſacrifice—for my own part, | have no taſte 
for the fumet ; ſo you had better keep it for the la- 
dies of your own country, Monfieur.: 

Cham, Ah cruelle !—de ladies en France will felicite - 
demſelves dat you renonce de tendre of Monſieur de 
Champignon . Madame la ducheſſe mais taiſons alte 
© la—et la belle marquiſe! ah quelles ames ! ranitẽ 
apart, madam, I ave de honneur to be one man a bonnes 
fortunes—diable m*emporte l till I rencontre your in- 
vincible eye, I ave alway inne — in love as in 
war. 


Har. I dare ay you have been nen. — locky 


- and wiſe. 


* Cham. Ah ma charwanie ut is more of your 
© bontt den of my merite—permettez donc, dat I amuſe | 

« you wid de tranſports of my flame. 

Har. In a proper place, I believe 1 ſhould find them 

very entertaining.” * 

Cham. How you raviſh-a me, my princeſſe !—avouez 
done, 25 ave de ſentimens for my perſonne — parblieu! 
it is your . is noting r e in 


- _ + Sb © 
— , — 0 
RL mn OI — . _—_— ——— i —.— 


— 
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He vil ſure take the hint from the picture n 
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my — diable m'emporte ! hai, hai! 


\Cuts a 
her- Indeed, Monſieur, you do yo if injuſtice. 


for you are certainly the moſt extraordinary perſon 1 


had ever the honour to ſee. 

Cham. Ab, ah, Madame! I die der the charge of 

ur politefſe—your approbation ave diflipe de brouillard 
dur envelope ma fantaſie— your ſmile inſpire me wid al- 

! vive l'amour I—a, la, la, la— 

Har. What a delicate pipe ! I find, Monſieur, youre 
alike perfect in all your aecompliſhments.” | | 

Cham. Madame, your flave — — 
of pour ave/own dat me ſing de chanſonettes not alto- 
gether too bad, before 1 ave de honour to receive one 
ball de piſtolet in my gorge, wen I board de Englis man 
of war, one, two, three, four, ten years ago—T take 
poſſeſſion Tabre a la main; but by 7 gary de ennemi be 
opiniatre—dey refuſe to ſubmit, and carry me to Pli- 
mout—Dere I apprehend your tongue, madame—dere 
1 dance, and ave de gallanteries parmi les belles filles 

Angloiſes I teaſh dem to love they teaſh me to ſing 
your Jolies vaudevilles.—. cablore dere vas, and be live 
in one flall—Hai, hai! how you n my tales, Ma- 
dame ? ? 

Har. Oh, vou ſing cnchantinghy; - and end, one 
would i Jou had been a oobler al the en 
life—tra, ha, ha! N 

| Cham. Hai, hai, t- you not flatter me, Ma- 
dame, I be more happy dan Charlemagne —but I ave 
fear dat you moequez de moi— tell a me of grace, my 
panty vat ſort of lover you ſhooſe— vil transform 


| for your plaiſir. 
1 I will not ſay what fort of lover I like ; but 
Pll fing what ſort of lover I deſpiſe. N | 
Cham. 9 gar, ſhe love me eperduement.” [Afide 
| 1 8 N G. . 


r Lewy nav itt, 
1 will freely deſcribe the wretch I deſpiſe 5 - 
And if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 


IL 
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IL. 
eee e | 
Like a parrot he chatter, and rut like a crow 3. IF 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon, | 
In courage a hind, n 
As a vulture rapacious, in falſehood a fon, 
Inconſtant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks; 

As a tyger ferocious, perverſe as an hog, 
In miſchief an ape. r W 


ask to ſum up all bis talents Sr * 
His heart is of lead, and his brain is o — G i 
Vet, if he has ſenſe but to balance a ſtraw, 

He will fure take the hint from the piäkure I draw. 


Can Morbleau, Madame, you fig! « merreilles— 
bear; an 0 


Cham. Monſ. 422 * i. your mot 
umble ſerviteur—Mademoiſelle your ſiſter ave. des 
fections of an ange; but ſhe be cold as de 
r: ͤ TIIn 
command my ſervice. 
your es 3 upon. en 
— your . 2 it de- 

Cham. As it deſerve !—-mardy ! dat aide 
den I treat you as one prince. Ll Sena — 
retires. ] Comment! que m' importe Madame, I muit 
leave for one moment to de of. Mot. Tour 
broder z but I return in one ede | (Exit. 

Heart. My dear Harriet, have you wr wigs enough 
to forgive me for having expoſed you to all theſe dan- 
gers and misfortunes? 

Har. I can't but be pleaſed with en event which has 
introduced me to the 4e pi OT agg 
Champignon, ha, ha, ha! 


Heart. You can't i 
humour, after the 


bear your misfortune with fucks 
me, you naderoent ut cur hang Whencl: ES LEN 
D 2 Har, 


— — 


| 
| | 
| | 


3 
— 
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Har. I was indeed terribly alarmed when a cannon- 


| ſhot came whiſtling over our heads, and not a little de- 


jected when I found myſelf a priſoner - but I imagine 
all danger diminiſhes, or at leaſt loſes part of its terror, 
the nearer ou approach it: and as for this Champig- 
non, he is ſuch a contemptible fellow, that, upon re- 
collection, I almoſt deſpite myſelf for having been afraid 


of him. O' my conſcience, I believe all courage ie 


acquired from or don't doubt but in time 1 
mould be able to ſtand a battery myſel f. 

Heart. Well, my fair Thaleſtris, ſhould you ever be 
attacked, 1 hope the aggreſſor will fall before you. — 
Champignon has certainly exceeded his orders, and xe 
ſhall be releaſed as ſoon as a. PEEING can be made 
to the French court. 11 

Har. I ſhould be Joth t to toda the en of France 
with matters of ſo little conſequence. Don't you think 
it practicable to perſuade the captain to ſet us at liberty? 

There is one figure in rhetoric which I believe he 8 
n $41 14 © Þ 

Heurt. I gueſs your ajekmingl and the en 
ſhall be tried, if we fail of ſucceſs from another quarter. 
1 intend to make myſelf known to Oclabber, with whom 
I was formerly acquainted, and take his advice. He 
and the Scotch enſign are at variance with Champignon, 
Wipe re re ee From WD? 

& Braſhi nw % 0 107 

Heart. Well, Sir, you A been fiſhing the bonoy 
'Scot z have you caught any intelligence? 

' Bruſh. Sir, I have done your — Ma- 
2. and I have been drinking a bottle of ſour wine 
to the health of Miſs Harriet and your worſhip : in a 
word, he is wholly devoted to your ſervice ——+ - 
Har. Pray, Mr Bruſh, what method did you take 
4'to ingratiate yourſelf with that n aa Fach- 


lander? 


© Bruſh I won his heart with e es 
miums on his country. I affected to admire his plaid, 


as ay improvement on the Roman toga ; ſwore it was 


a moſt ſoldierly garb; and ſaid, I did not wonder to 
ſee it adopted ur. nation Fr 
ing and valour. 1 1 

— hk 
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Heart. Theſe infidious compliments 7 
« to undermine his loftineſs.. / : 

* Bruſh, He adjuſted his bonnet, rolled his quid 
* one cheek to. the other, threw his EE 


far · 


« fions-to up ba ; _= fighing, cried Tempera mutan- 
* tur, et not mutamur in illi 

Hear. That ſcrap of Latin was a home · thruſt — 
« You ſee, ſirrah, — benefit of a charity - ſchool. 


Braſb. Ay, little did I think, — L was flogged | 


© for neglecting my Accidence, that eyer my learning 
would turn to ſuch account.. Captain 2 
was ſurpriſed to hear me ſpeak Latin ; yet he found 
fault with my pronunciation. He ſhook me by the 
band, thou 9 was a little ſhy of that compliment ; 
„aud ſaid, -he did not expect to find flowers under a 
nettle: but I put him in mind of a ſingat cat, for I 
wa sbetter than I was bonny. Then he carried me to 
his cabin, where we might diſcourſe more ale pat told 
* me the captain was a ligbi- headed guſe, and expreſſed 
his concern at your captivity, which he ſaid was a — 
grant infraction of the treaty of Air- la- Chapelle. 
Har. There, I hope, you backed his opinion with 
all your eloquence. 
* Braſh. I extolled his underſtanding 3 intereſted hig 
« gallantry in the cauſe of a diſtreſſed lady; and in or- 
« der to clinch my remonſtrance, told him, that my 
maſterꝰs great-grandmother's aunt was a Scotchwoman 


* of the name of Macintoſh, and that Mr Heartly piqu'd 


« himſelf on the Highland blood that ran in his veins. 
Heart. Pm. obliged to your invention fur the ho- 


. nour of that allianee. I hope the diſcovery had a 


proper effect upon my couſin Maclaymore 


: © Bruſh. He ho ſooner heard that tro than he 
4  lantedupy crying, 5 * deel 7 * ä 


7 


=7 
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funds, man, that's the name of my ain mither 


« wha kens but Meſter Hartly and I may be coozens 
© ſeventeen times removed? Then he gave me a full he- 
© count of bis pedigree” for twelre generations, and 


b bhawked up the names of his nitors till they ſet 


my teeth on edge: To conclude,” he has promiſed to 
give you all the aſſiſtance in his power, and even to fa- 
vour our eſcape ; for, over and 125 his other motives, 
I find he longs to return to his o country, and thinks 
a piece of ſervice done to an Engliſh Fentleman may en- 
able him to gratify that inclination. 

Heart. But v what ſcheme have yon laid for our eſcape ? 
The boat is along fide—our men are permit - 
ted to walk the deck—when the captain retires to reſt, 
and the watch is relieving, nothing will be more eaſy 
than to & on board of our own „cut the 
Log the and lake the” Te our Bet; hop to Od 

n d. . ' 367 

cart. But-you don't eoſider that Mr ae Champig- 
non, if alarmed, may flip his cable and give us chace— 
Nay, compliment us with- a diſh of nn that 
may be very hard of digeſtion. 

ruſh. There the friendſhip of dick pad will be of 


ſervice: for as ſoon as our flight is kbown, he and his 


men, on pretence of being alert, will make ſuch a buſtle 
and confuſion, that nothing can be done until we are 
out of their reach; and then we muſt truſt to our own 
daes and "the trim un Aer arte; conan 


taller. 


Har. The projed is feaſible, and may be the more 
practicable, if the Iriſh lieutenant can be drought to eo- 
operate with the enſign. - 

Heart. Odſo, there he comes Bruſh, go and wait 
upon Miſe Harriet to her nen. I accoſt chis Hi- 
bernian. * YO 4 9437: 

_ Ener Odlabber. 1% „tg SES 

Oclab. Your humble fervant, Sir I hope the kady © is 


| plaiſed with her accommodation—— Don't you begin to 
de refreſhed with the French air blowing over the fea ? 


— upon my conſcience, now, it's ſo delicate and keen, 
that for my on part, honey, T have been as hungry as , 


| NN ON BEER FER ER_ON. 


Heart. 


* 
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Heart. Sir, I chank you for your. kind inquiry.—1 


am no ons LIES air, nor to the politeneſs 
of Captain:Ocla What ! have you quite forgot 
your old acquaintance? © 1 - 
Oclab. Acquaintance, honey !—by my ſhout I ſhould 
be proud to recolle& your countenance, though I never 
ſaw you before in the days of my life. . 

Heart. Don't you remember two Engliſhmen at Pa- 
ris, about three years ago, of the name of Heartly? 

Oclab. Ub ub oo !-—by Shaint Patrick, I remember 
you as well as nothing in the world——Arrab, now, 
whether is it your own ſelf or your brother? 

Heart. My brother died of a conſumption ſoon after 
our return to England. : 

Oclab. Ah, heav'n reſt his ſoul, poor gentleman— but 
it is a great comfort to a man to be after dying in his 
own country—1 hope he was your elder brother, gra— 
Oh, I remember you two made one with us at the Hotel 
de Buſſy—by my ſhoul we were very merry and frolick- 
ſome; and you know I hurt my ancle, and my foot 
ſwelled as big as tree potatoes - by the ſame token I ſent 
for a rogue of a ſurgeon,” who ſubſcribed for the cure, 
and wanted to make a hand of my foot, —- Mr Heart- 
ly, the devil fly away with me, but I am proud to ſee 
you, and you may command me without fear or affec- 
tion, gra. | | £ 4 N 2 ki i 2 

Heart. Sir, you are extremely kind; and may, I ap- 
prehend, do me a good office with Captain Champig- 
non, who, I cannot help ſaying, has treated us with 
very little ceremony. | . | 

Oclab. I'll tell you what, Mr Heartly, we officers 
don't chooſe to find fault with one another; becauſe 
there's a diſcipline and ſubordination to be obſerved, you 
know :—therefore I ſhall ſay nothing of him as an offi- 
cer, honey; but as a man, my dear, by the maſs he's a 

Heart. I'm glad to find your opinion of him fo con- 
formable to my oun. I underſtand by my ſervant too, 
that Mr Maclaymore agrees with us in his ſentiments of 
| Monſieur de Champignon; and diſapproves of his taking 

our boat, as an unwarrattable inſult offered to the Bri- 


tiſh nation, 7K 
| cia. 


» q 


—_ 9333 3 
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Oclab. By my ſaoul, I told him ſo before you came 
aboard. As for En Maclaymore, mart en not a 
prettier fellow in ſeven of the beſt counties in Ireland 
as brave as a heron, my dear—arrah, the devil burn him 
if he fears any man that never wore a bead—— Ay, and 
a great ſcholar to boot he can talk Latin and Iriſh as 
well as the archbiſhop of Armagh. Didn't you know 
we are ſworn brothers—though I am his ſenior officer, 
and ſpaik the French more fluid, gra. 

Enter Bruſh. a 

Bruſh. O Lord, Sir, all the fat's in the fire, 

Oclab. Arrah, ; ag s a- fire, honey? gy 
Bruſb. All our fine pro e to pot. We may 
6 — up our —— the willows, and ſit 
down — weep by Babel's ftreams.” 

Heart. What does the blockhead mean ? | 

Bruſh.” One of our fooliſh fellows has blabbed, that 
Miſs Harriet is not your ſiſter, but your miſtreſs ; and 
this report has been carried to Monſieur Champignon, 
whom I left below in the cabin, taxing her with diſſi - 
mulation, and threatening to confine her for life. He 
| fings, capers, ſwears, and ftorms in a breath. have 
ſeen bedlam ; but an Engliſh lunatic at full moon is a 

ſober animal when compared to a Frenchman in a 
— — | 

Heart. I care not for his paſſion or power. — by 
heav'n, he ſhall not offer the leaft violence to my Har- 
riet while a drop of blood circulates in my veins !—Pl 
aſſault him, though dd, and die in her defence. 

{ Going. 

Oclab. Won't you be now ?—your hgnifes 
nothing at all, «tn eaſy vow r Ar ry — 
fray, what excuſe would you make to the you — 
relations, for leaving her alone in the — btn 
my ?—By my ſaoul, yo d look very fooliſh. wer Takes 
no notice at all, and give yourſelf no trouble about the 
matter—and if he ſhould raviſh your miſtreſs, by my ſal⸗ 
vation I would take upon me to put him under arreſt. 

Heart. Thevillain dares not think of committing ſuch 
an out 

Oclab. Deen ad aaa; but I'd never-defire a bet- 
ter joke. Och, then, my dear, you'd ſee how I'd 

trim 


a 
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trim him—you ſhould have ine to your heart's 
content. 

Heart. DiſtraQtion eke you will not giye me your 
aſſiſtance, I'll fly alone to her defence. 

Bruſh. Zooks, Sir, you're as mad as he —You'lI ruin 
us palt all redemption.—What the deuce are you afraid 
of ?—Raviſh !—An atomy like that to pretend to raviſh! 
No, no; he'll raviſh nothing but our goods and chattels, 
and theſe he has diſpoſed of already.-——Befides, Miſs 
Harriet, when his back was turned, deſired me to con- 
jure you in her name to take care of yourſelf; for 
Champignon would have no Nun to confine her, if 
you was out of the way. 

L. 7. O' my conſcience, a very ſenſible young wo- 

When there are two lovers in the caaſe, tis na- 
mw to wiſh one of them away.—Come along with me, 
honey; we'll hold a council of war with Enſign Ma- 
claymore—perhaps he may contrive mains to part you. 
No man knows better how to make a ſoldierly retreat. 

- Bruſh. Soldiedy or unſoldierly, it ſignifies not a 
button -o we do but eſcape, I ſhall be grey Len 42 
at any rate, even if by Og fly like a thief 
89 lab. Devil fire dear re wag—Ar- 

c e * „ you're a 
rah, who told you that nn; dou 
from the gallows?——By my: ſaoul, tis all /5rtune de la 
uerre.— ndeed, indeed, I would never defire to com« 
2 corpe than what I could form out of the 
oneſt gentlemen you. have hanged in England.  -- 

Heart. I'm fo confounded and carer in conſe- 
quence of this unlucky diſcovery, that I can't ſtart one 
diſtinct thought, much Fiefs contribute to any ſcheme that 
requires cool deliberation.  _ 

Oclab. Arrah faith, my dear, we muſt leave thoſt 
things to wiſer heads. For my own part I'm a ſoldiers 
and never burden my brain with unncceffary baggage... 


1 232 ra to lead, but 1 follow i in the throng; 
| r 08 hs I can never think wrong. | 


7 | # . * — y 34 Ih 1 "| * 
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— 


e e 
» [4 great miſe and buftle behind the Scenes.) 
Euter Maclaymore and Champignon. 

Champignon running upon the Stage in a ridiculous diſpab lle. 


Chan, RENEZ qu'elle ne vous echappe !— 
3 
i e ! 

Mac. (overturning hims as if through mi be.) As 1 
fall anſwar, the folks are a“ gaen daft !—Deel ſtap out 
your een, I'm nae fic midge es hone prominin 

ur 
your pn Ah meurtre! afſaſſia ! vous avez tus votre 
commandant !—holla ho! me gens, a moi. 

Mac. Hout ma, it ss be our commander Monſieur 
de Champignon, running about in the a wor- 
1 a: mob army ag 
wot, Sir, I'm right forry to you in a pickle— 
— — i to meet with you playing at blind 

on 

Cham. (rifng.) Ventre faingris! my whole brain be 
derangee |— Traitre, you be in de complot.  _ 
Mac. Traiter me nac traiter, Meſter C = 
a nk you and Je L. our Lil bg th 


. Were be de priſoniers}—tell-a me dat—ha 


—mort de ma vie! de Englis vaiſſeau!—de priſe ! de 


priſoners !—ſacrebleu } ma gloire | mes richeſſes ! rendez 
moi les priſonzers—you be de enſeigne, you be de of- 


Mac. Troth, I ken foo weel I'm an oſſiſher I wuſs 
ſome other people who haud their heeds unco high, 
ken' d the Ie g 
faſhed with a' this din. 

Cbam. Tell-a me au moment, were be Monfieur 
'Artlie? were be de priſoniers ? wat you beat my brains 
wid your /attiſes ? | 

Mac. Nay, fin ye treat me with fa little ceremony, I 
man tell you, Meſter Heartly was na committed to my 
charge; — 005-I00 lr Toe 

as 
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as for priſoners, I ken of nae priſoners but your ain 
valet, whom ye , to be put in _ _ —_— 
for ſuppi your bouillon ; and poor fal- 
low had Far — the deed, 1 think he none have ſtarved 
for want of victuals. 

Cham. Morbleu, Monveur Meckimeret! you diftrait 
me wid your babil 1 demand de Englis priſouniers 
—m*entendez vous? 

Mac. Monſieur de Chinnpigncn, je vous entends bien 
there was nae Engliſh priſoner here for I maun tell 
you, Sir, that if ever you had read Grotius de Jure Belli 
ac Paci;—or Puſfendorf de officio Hominis et Civis.—ye 
wad a' ſeen he could na be in eng! r of a cap - 
tus in bello, or an obſes or vades what ? yell ſay— 
becauſe he was na teuk flagrante bello—ergo he was nae 
. what ſays the learned Puſfen- 
dorf? 

Cham. Comment! you call me Puff. ana- hort f ventre 
bleu, you be one impertinent. 

Mac. What, — 14 paughty word, Sir 
— that's nae langua ntleman—nae mair 0'that, 

or gude faith we'll an re we are. 

Cham. Morbleu, you ave _— Gat 1 be your ge- 
neral—your chief, 

Mac. By my ſaul, man, that's frange news indeed 
You my chief? ? you chief of the Maclaymores ? f 
Cham. Si, moi, ruſtre—moi qui vous parle. 

Mac. Donna ruſtre me, Sir, or deel damn my ſaul, 
but I'll wraſt your head aff your ſhoulders, if ye was the 
belt Champignon i in France. [They draw and 7s 

Enter Oclabber. 
Oclab. Devil fire you, my lads, what's the 
all this diſturbance:?—o* my conſcience, there's no fo 
thing as reſting below man wou'd lie as quiet at the 
bottom of the ſea——T ve been a bed theſe tree hours, 
but I cou'd not cloſe an eye, gra; for you waked me 
before I fell aſleep. { Pretending to d Cha | 
Arrah now, don't 1 dream, honey what, is it your 
own ſelf, Monſieur de Champignon, going to 
enlign ?—By my ſaoul, that's not fo thivit now, aboard 
of your own ſhip. Gentlemen, I put you both under 
1 in the king's name. Nou ſhall ſee * 
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locked in your cabins with your own hands; and then 
if you cut one another's —— by the bleſſed virgin, 
you ſhall be Wren iy e ee 
your lives, agra. 

Mac. ( ſheathing his fave, ) Weel, weel, n re 
my commanding offiſner —tuum e/t imperare— but he 
and I fall meet before mountains meet — that's a'. * 

Cham. (to Oclabber.) Vat! you preſume to entre- 
mettre in mes affaires d'*honeur! —you have de hardieſſe 
to diſpute wid me de command of dis vaiſſeau de guerre! 
tell-a me, if you ko my condition, ha? 
Oclab. Indeed, indeed, niy dear, I . your pre- 
ſent condition is not very ſavoury—but if | Enſign Ma- 
claymore had made you ſhorter b 2 the dend, your con - 
dition would have been ſtill —and yet, upon my 
conſcience, I have ſeen a man command ſuch a frigate 

as this without any head at all. 

Chavi. Monſieur O-claw-bear, you mocquez de moi ; 
you not ſeem to know my nobleſſe dat I deſcend of de 
bonne famille - dat my niteurs are bear de ho- 
nourable cafe de cotte of antiquite, | 

Oclab. By my ſaoul, when I knew vouſithy yam 3 

a very old coat yourſelf, my dent; for 8 
bare, and out at elbows. 

Cbanr. Ah, la mauvaiſe — Dabneny my 
goot Lieutenant O-claw-bear, to onderſtand dat I ave 

Mal eos alliances du bien—de te- N ave regale 

e your, eee 

ab. , your teau 8 is gramma- 
chree! I have bad ib. honour to ſee it on the banks 
of the Garonne and, by my faoul, a very venerable 
building it was—aye, and very well bred to boot, ho- 
. ney ; for it ſtood always uncovered ; and never refuſed 
entrance to any paſſenger, even though it were the wind 
and the rain, gra. 8 | 

Cham. Von pretendez 7 — mx: famalle; ha? 
 Oclab. By Sbaint Patrick, I know them as well as the 
father that Nate them—Your. nephew is a begging · bro- 
ther of the order of St Francis Mademoiſelle, your 
ſiſter, eſpouſed an eminent ſavatier in the county of 
Bearne—and: your own ſhelf, my dear, firſt mounted 
ray c tage a6 x Gali; then ſerved the Count de Bar- 


daſch 
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daſch for your diverſion ; and now, by the king's favour, 
you command a frigate of twelve guns, lying at anchor 
within the province of Normandy. 
Cham. A quelle mediſance !—que vous imagines bien, 
—— I vill repreſent your conduct to des 
Marechaux of France; and dey Jr eng — 
Monſieur de Champignon is one con- 
ſideration - Un charlatan — 2 be ver — 
Neſſieurs, ſerviteur I go to give de 
pour r attraper des Englis — er pork 
Charlatan !—Savatier !-—Mort de ma vie! TD Exit. 
Oclab. B — 1. 
loupe far enough out t time. 
Mac. By . ſaoul, Captain, ye ſent him awa' with 
a flea in his bonnet—He'll no care to wreſtle anither 
fa“ with you in a hurry—he had the wrang ſow by the 
lu 
lab. If he will be after-playing at rubbers, he muſt 
expect to meet with bowls—pooh! I main, he muſt 
look to meet with bowls, if he will be playing at rub- 
bers—Arra man deaul, that's not the thing neither 
but you know my maining, as the ſaying is. 
Mac. Hoot, aye—I'ſe warrant I ken how to gar 
your bowls row right—and troth I canna wh 5 
but I played my part pretty weel for a begi 
Oclab. For a beginner !—devil fetch me — 
like a man that — an in earneſt—but your j 
to cut too keen, honey, when I came to part — 
= I came as ſoon as you tipped me the wink with your 
n 
Mac Let that flie ſtick i“ the wa—when the dirt's 
dry it will rub out—but now we man tak care of the 
poor waff laſſy that's left under our protection, and de- 
fend her from the maggots of this daft Frenchman. 
Oclab. I will be after confining him 1 if he 
offers to touch a hair of her baird, agra. 
Mac. It's now break of day—donna ye ſee the bonn 
grey-eyed morn blinking o'er yon moſſy craig We 
een gang down and tak a taſſe of whiſky together, and 
then fee what's to be done for Miſs Harriet. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Harriet and Bruſh, | 
Har. O Lord, I'm in ſuch a flutter What was the 
Vor. II, E meaning 


THE REPRISAL: OR, 


meaning. of all that noife- Bruſh, are you ſure 4 
— —— 2 —.— 
Bruſh. Yes, yes, Madam, ſaſe enough. fur this. bout. 
The two performed their parts to a miracle. 
My maſter and our people flipped into the boat without 
bem g diſturbed by} the centnes, who: were tutored for 
— i ndcfing =ecroiataa.ons of fight before 
Champignon was: _— a. ſtarved Frenchman, 
2 now. they have 
the pic of land. a) in our hows or fo wil 

be in fights 


30 


e een 

— Chat you ar far then fo 

ar. What, you are having laid be- 
hind with me? 

Bruſh, O, by no manner of means, Ma'am— To be 
ſure you did me an infinite deal of honour, Ma'am, in 
defiring that I might be left, when you ſpoke to my ma- 
| Rer through the barricado— but yet, Ma' am, 1 have 
fuch a regard for Mr Heartly, Ma'am, that I ſhould be 

to ſhare all his dangers, Ma'am—though, after all 
36 done and ſaid, I don't a e — in him 
to leave his miſtreſs, and backe ſervant, pars yt done 


lemma. | 
Har.. Nay, don't accuſe your maſter unjuſt 
know how: ly he — tir — my reque 
we could not what villainous ſteps this fellow 
might have taken to conceal his rapine, 
which Heantly will now have an nn, to re- 
preſent in its true colours. 
Well—heaven grant hen fencell; and: that 
— — For my on part, I have been ſo long uſed 
to his company, that 1 grow quite chicken-hearted. in 
his: abſence—If 1 had broke my leg two days ago, I 
ſhouldn't have been in this quandary God forgive the 
3 — parties of pleaſure on the water. 
Har. Han Bruſh, and pluck u courage 
—I have — ſmall {kill in — 3 can aſ- 
ſure you it is not your fate to die by aa e4 I fee 
the Captain coming this way I muſt bear the brunt of 
another ſtorm. 
Br/h. Odſo, I'll run n to r 14 Ochbber and 
his 
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his enſign, aud give them notice in caſe there ſhould 
be ocoaſion to inte / ©» | "Exit Bruſh, 
. þ ter Champignon. | 

Cham. Madame, you: pardon my preſomption, dat I 
pay my devoirs in diſhabille—bot it be all for your ſer- 
vice Monſicur your amant . ave decampe fans fagon— 
I take de alarm, and make all my efforts to you 
de plaiſir of ſeeing him again——Ah, he be de gallant 
homme to abandon his maitreſſe! 

Har. Is there no poſſibility of bringing him back ? 

Cham. By gar, it be tout - a- fait impoſſible he ſteal 
comme one thief into de chaloupe, and vaniſh in de ob- 
ſcuritẽ. | | 

Har. I'm heartily glad to hear it. 
bam. For wat you be glad, my princeſs, ha? 

Har. That he's no longer in your power. 

Cham. Bon!—yulſte ciel how you make me happy 
to ſee you glad, Madame! la, la, la, ra, ra—Ventre 
bleu! he be one ſugirif If we rencontre again, re- 
vanche, revanche ! la, la, la, ra, ra- Permettes donc, 
Madame, dat I ave de honeur to languiſſe before your 


feet —ave pitie of me — take my ſword—plongez dans 


my boſom— Ah, larron ! perfide !—la, la, la, ra, ra. 

* {He finger, kneeli, and dances, by turns. 
Menſfieur Arthe is not in my power —bon !--but by 
Gar, Madame, you know who is, hah ! 

Har. As for me, my ſex protefts me I am here, in- 
deed, a priſoner and alone; but you'will not, you dare 
not, treat me with indignity.. | 

| Cham. Dare not !—Bravo—ſhow to me de man vil 
ſay I dare not—ga—ha—hah ! [ Capers about. 


Har. You're in ſuch a dancing humour, tis pity. you. 


ſhould want muſfic—Shall I fing yon a ſong ? 

_ Cham. Ah cruelle ! —Yow gouverne wid foverain em- 
pire over my art ou rouſe me into one ftorm—you. 
ling me into one calm. 71 8 

ine e N S. 
Let the n ſtill avoid and be deaf to the ſwain 
Who in tranſports of paſſion affects to complain: 
For his rage, not his love, in that frenzy is ſhown z 
And the blaſt that blows loudeſt is ſoon overblown, 1 
| E. 2 — 
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But the ſhepherd whom Cupid has piere'd to the heart, 


Will ſubmiſſive adore, and rejoice in the ſmart ; 

Or in plaintive ſoft murmurs, his boſom-felt wo, 

Like the ſmooth-gliding eurrent of rivers will flow. 
III. 

Though ſilent his tongue, he will plead with his eyes, 

And his heart own your ſway in a tribute of fighs ; 

But when he accoſts you in meadow or grove, 

His tale is all tenderneſs, rapture, and love. 


Enter Bruſh. 

Bruſh. News, news l there's an Engliſh man of war's 
boat along-fide with a flag of truce. 

Cham. Comment! — Madame, you ave de bonté to 
retire to your cabane—I go dreſs myſelf, and give de 
audience * [Exit. Champignon. 

Har. O Bruſh, Bruſh, how my little' heart palpi- 
tates with fear and ſuſpenſe What does the arri val of 
this boat portend ? | 

Bruſh. Our deliverance from the hands of the Phili- 


ſtines, I hope It could not arrive at a more ſeaſonable 
juncture; for my ſpirits are quite flagged—not that I'm 


ſo much concerned on my own account, Ma'am ; but 
I can't be inſenſible to your danger, Ma'am ——- 1 
ſhould be an ungrateful wretch if I did not feel for one 
that is ſo dear to Mr Heartly, Ma'am. 

Har. Really, Mr Bruſh, you ſeem to have improved 
mightily in politeneſs ſince you lived among theſe 
French gentlemen. 

Bruſh. Liv'd, Madam !—I have been dying hourly 
fince I came aboard: and that politeneſs which you are 
pleaſed to mention, Ma'am, is nothing but ſneaking 
fear and henheartedneſs, which I believe (God forgive 
me) is the true ſource of all French politeneſs; a kind 
of poverty of ſpirit, or want of ſincerity I ſhould be 
very proud to be drubbed in England for my inſolence 
and ill- breeding. | | 

Har. Well, I hope you'll ſoon be drubbed to your 
heart's content. When we reviſit our own country, you 
ſhall have all my intereſt towards the accompliſhment of 
your wiſn mean while, do me the favour to make * 

er 
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ther inquiry about this ſame flag-of truee, amd bring an 

account of what ſhall paſs to my cabin, where 1 ſhall 

wait for you with the utmoſt impatience. '  -\'Exewar. 
Euter Block and another Seaman. 


Block: Smite my Umbe, Sam, if the keftenant do dag 
the 


her aboard, here is no plunder—nothing but Yags a 
vermin, as the ſaying is we ſhall ſhare - but 

guns and the head-money—if you call thoſe heads that 
have no bodies belonging to um. Mind that there 
ſcarecrow fee how his cloth hangs in the Wind Ad- 
zooks, the fellow has got no ſtowage he'd all apper 
work and head - ſail— il be dammd if the firſt hard 


{quall don't blow him into the air like the peeling of 


an onion. 
| | | Enter Bruſſ. 

2 Heh—how !—no ſure I yes, fuith, but it is. 
—Odto, 


couſin Block, who thought to meet with you 


among the French? i WAY 04 - 
Blick, What cheer, ho — How does mother Marge- 
ry. Meet me among the French? Agad, I'd never 


deſire better paſtime than to be among em with. a good 


cutlaſh in my hand, and a brace of piſtols in my girdle. 
— Why look you, brother, hearing as how your and your 


tow you into the offing. | 
this damn'd Frenchman fhould refuſe to part with us? 

Bact. Why then, Lieftenant Lyon is a-cruifing to 
wind vard of that there head-land—hell be along-fide 
in half a glaſs, fall under your ſtern, clap his helm 


a-ſtarboard, rake you fore and aft, and ſend the French-. 


man, and every foul on board, to the devil, in the turn - 

ing of an handfpike. 1 N 

Bruſh. The devil he will but, couſin, what muſt. 

become of me then?! | 
Block. Thereafter as it may be—You muſt take your 

hap, I do ſuppoſe e failors never mind thoſe thin | 

every ſhot has its commiſſion, d'ye ſex -e muſt all die 


one time, as the ſaying is—if yoh go down now, it may 


fave your going aloft another time, brother. 
Bruſh. O curſe your comfort! | 
Block... Heark ye, brother, this is a cold morning 
& % have 


miſtreſs were wind-bound, we are come along - ſide to 
Birth. The Lord yewird you; esufin-but What if 


4 
< 
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have you picked up never a runlet along ſhore ?—What 
8 hy. toa fl mea, 
ruſh. Slug EO, I underſtand you— 
i Folks a keg of brandy, which B ck fot to bir head. 
Right Nantz, ſtrike my topſails Odds 
heart, this is the only thing in France that agrees with 
an Engliſhman's conſtitution. — Let us drink out their 
brandy, and then knock out their brains —This is. >a 
way to demoliſh the ſpirit of the French. —An En 
man will fight at a minute's warning, brother - but a 
Frenchman's heart muſt be buoyed up with brandy— 
"_ more no more courage. 
. T*other pull, couſin. | 
2 Avaſt, — more canvas than we can 
we know the trim of our own veſſel—Smite my 
croſs-trees } we begin to yaw already—Hiccup.— 

Bruſh. Odſo, our commander is coming upon deck 

ve audience to your midſhipman. 

. Steady. Exeunt. 

— 1 Ochbber, Maclaymore, Bruſh, 
> Tom Haulyard an Engliſh midſhipman. 

Cham. Eh bien, "16h wary qui ſouhaite- il? 5 

Haul. Anan—Monſeer ſweat-he —Agad, I believe, 
if we come along · ſide of you, we'll make you all ſweat. 

Mac. That's mair than you can tell, my lad ye 
may gar me ſweet, wi” fetching, but it's na in your 

| breeks to gar me ſweet wi fear. 

Cclab, You may ſwait me after Im dead, honey— 
but, by the bleſſed virgin! you ſhall not ſwat me alive 
—and ſo you may be after delivering your meſlage, gra. 

Haul. If it it wa e for ſuch as you that ſhow your own 
country the fore-top-ſail, wold our enemy's cable, and 

man their quarters, they would never ride out the gale, 
or dare to ſhow their colours at ſea— But. howſomever, 
we'll leave that bowling i” the block, as the ſaying is— 
If ſo be as how that there Frenchman is commander of 
this here veſſel, I have orders from my. officer to demand 
an Engliſh young woman,, with. all her baggage and 
thingumbobs, that he took yeſterday out of a pleaſure- 
boat belonging to one Mr Heartly of Dorſetſhire, wha 


flipped the painter this mornin 
5 * Cbam. 
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| Cham. Mardy ! de commiſſion be very peremptoire ! 
—Ecoute mon ami, vat, you call Monſieur your com- 
mandant? 

Haul. 1 don't take in your "ſpit not I—and . 
hap you don't know my lingo; but, agad, we'll foon 
make you underſtand plain Engliſh. 

Oclab. Monſieur Champignon wants to know avi is 

commanding officer, honey. 

Haul. Who ſhould it be but lieutenant Lyon of the 
Triton man of war of ſixty guns? as bold a heart as ever 
crack'd biſcuit. 

| Cham. Bon !—ſuppoſe dat I refuſe de command of 
Monfieur Lionne ? 1 

Haul. Suppoſe !—if you do, he; ll run you along - ſide 
yard · arm and yard - arm, and blow you out of the water; 
that's all. 

Cham. By gar, he vill find bimſels miſtaken : bere is 
not vater for one ſixty gun. ſhip—( 4/ide.)—Heark you 
me, Monſieur vat is your name, tell Monſieur Lionne dat 
Jam called Michel Sanſon Goluat de Champignon, 
Marquis de Vermiſſeau— dat I ave de honeur to ſerve 
de king—dat fear be one bagatelle of wich 1 have de 


mepris—dat I regard your ambaſſade as de 3 
dat my g ſuffice to attack one whole Englis 


eſcadre—and dat if Monſ. Lionne be diſpoſed to rendre 
moi un viſite, I ſhall have de gloire to chaſtiſe his Pe- 
ſomption.; ſo. I permitte you go your way. 

Mac. Diſenti>—Bide you, billy there ase clerk 
here, I trow-—Weel; Lieutenant Oclabber, I tak in- 
* ſtruments. in your haund againſt the proceedings: of of 
+. Captain. Champignon, wha has incarcerate the E 
eddy, contrair to the law of nature and nations. ow. 
© cocky, ye may gang about your buſineſs ; when ye 
come back, I'fe tauk with you in another ſtile. 

« Oclab. For. my own part, honey, I ſtiall be after 
*- ſhowing you ſome diverſion in the way of my duty; 
but I taake you to witneſs, that I have no hand in 
+. detaining the lady, who is plaiſed to favour us with 
*. her company againſt her own conſent, gra. 

Haul, Mayhap you may truſt to your ſhoal-water— 
if you do, you're taken all aback, brother; for Lieute- 
nant n commands a tender of twelve guns, and oP 

out. 
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Rout hands, that draws leſs than this here frigate by 
the ſtreak ;- and—hich !\——agad, yonder ſhe comes round 
the point with a flowing ſail—b'w'ye, Monſeer Cham- 
Pignon ; all hands to quarters; up with your white rag; 
1 doubt my officer and I will taſte ſome of your ſoup- 
meagre by that time you pipe to dinner. [ Exit. 
| Cham. Mort de ma vie i je ne vous attendois pas fitot, 
a quelle cots faut il que je me 3 ger 

2 6b 31 de. 
| Meſfieurs, I detrand;your el: you — eanicl 
my conduite : if you tink me ave done de injuſtice, you. 
vil nnd me tout-a-fan raifonable ; we render Mademoi- 
ſelle to de Englis; for I juge it bien maÞ a-propos to 
engage de enemi, wen de eri of eee e reign 
among ourſelves. 

Oclab. Faith and troth, my dear, the e. 
is all over; you have nothing to do but to ſtation _ 

men and! as for Maclaymore and my oven ſhelf, the 
Engliſh cannon may make our legs and arms play at 
loggerheads in the air, ho but we'll ſtand by yon 
forthe gary of Fane, in ſpite of the devil and all his 
wor 

Mac. Never faſh your noddle about me: Conſcience, 
I'fſe-no be the firſt to cry Barley. 

'Gclab. Enſign Maclaymore, I order you to go and 
take poſſeſſion of the forecaſlle with your diviſfion, ho- 
ney. I wiſh they may ſtand fire till you're all knock'd 

o“ the head, gray but I'm afraid they're no better than 
dung-hüle for they were raiſed from the Canaille of 

Paris - And now I'll go and put the young leddy below 
water, where ſhe may laugh in her own ſleeve, gra: for 
if the ſhip ſhould be klown up in the engagement, ſhe is 
os mate than a paſſenger you know 3 nr berge 
releaſed. without ranſom. 
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Ma- 
ker to give her cloſe attendance and ns I have a 
great curioſity to ſee the battle, Miſs Harriet muſt by 
— means be left alone. | 
| [Krenn Oclabber, Maclaymore, and Bruſh. 
Cham. Ventre faingris! que ferai-je? Je me ſens 
tout embrouillè— ces autres Anglois font ſi precipites ! 


; 
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que diable les etouffe. Allons! Aux armes! matelots 
— mes enfans ! chardon —chiffon—ortie—fumier—Phi- 
bou—la faim—allons—vite, vite—aux armes 

[4 crew of tatterdemalliens running up and down the 

deck in confuſion—the noiſe of cannon and muſquetry. 

Ah mon bon Dieu! ayez pitiè de moi encore—qu” on 
m'apporte de Peau de vie. Ah miſerable pecheur !—je. 
ſuis mort !—je ſuis enterr6 !—ah, voila aſſez mes enfans. 
—ceſſez—defiſtez—il faut amener— Monſieur O-claw- 
bear Lieutenant O-claw- bear 

Oclab. (behind the ſcenes.) Holloa ! 

Cham. Laifſez—laifſez—leave off your fire—de en- 
nemi be too ſtrong—we ave abaiſſee le drapeau—1 com - 
mand you leave off — 

Oclab. Leave off !—arrah for what ? 

Cham. De ennemi vill accord no quartier. 

Oclab. Devil burn your quarter! — what bgnifies 
quarter when we're all kilPd ? The men are lying along 
the deck like ſo many paiſe; and there is ſuch an abo- 
minable ſtench, 8 1 ſaoul, I believe they were 
all rotten defore the [ Coming upon the flage. 
Arra mong deaul, 2 believe = Engliſh have made a 
compact with the devil to do fuch execution, for my 
Enſign has loſt all his men too but the piper; and they 
two have cleared the forecaſtle ſword in hand. | 

Bruſh (in great er O Lord, Mr Oclabber, 
your enſign is playing the devil— backing and hewing 
about him like a fury: for the love of God interpoſe, 
my maſter is come aboard; and if they ſhould meet, there 
will be murder. 

Oclab. By my ſaoul, I know he has a regard for Mr 
Heartly; and if he kills him, it will be in the way of 
friendſhip, honey—howſomever, if there's any miſchief 
done, I'll go and prevent it. 1 Oclab. 

Enter Champignon, Lieut. Lyon, Heartly, Haul- - 
Bruſh, Block, and En wliſh Sailors, i 

Cham. (throwing himſelf on his —.— and preſenting 
bit ſword.) Ah miſericorde, Monſ. Artlie, quartier 
quartier, pour l'amour de Dieu ! 

Heart. I have no time to mind ſuch trifles—where i is 


my Harriet ? 
Bruſh. 
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| Oclab. (delivering his ford.) Gentlemen, your's is 

| the fortune of the day. 27 ought to be kind to us, 
| for we have given you very little trouble. — Our com- 

| f mander there is a very ſhivil perſon, gra; he don't turſt 

: 

| 


after the blood of his enemy. As for the ſoldiers, I 
1 ſhall ſay nothing; but upon my ſaoul, now, they're the 
nimbleſt dead men I ever ſaw in the days of my life !— 
About two minutes agone they were tying like fo many 
, flaughter'd ſheep, nil ate they are all ſcamper'd off 
| about their buſineſs. 
$ | Mac. As I fall anſwar, it's a black-burning ſhame! 
and I hope the king will order them to be decimated, 
that is, every tenth man to be hanged in terrorem. 
|  Oclab. By my fabration, if the king will take my ad- 
vice, every ek wan of them full be decimated, 
Heart. (embracing Oclabber and Maclaymore. ) Gen- 
| tlemen, "I'm heartily ghd of nr do 
| return, in ſome meaſure, the civilities 
1 to this young lady. 8 
1 > ſwords . no ſhape 
= , to our grievances. | 
| | Oclub. (receiving his ford.) Mr Lyon „ yowre ex- 
1 ier 
| | an opportunity to return the compliment. Madam, I 
| 


wiſh you joy of our misfortune, with all my ſaoul. 
| Lyon. I a'n't uſed to make ſpeeches, Madam; but 
1 I'm very glad it was in my power to ferve fuch a fine 
lady, efpecially as my old ſchool-fellow, Heartly, is fo 
- much concerned in your deliverance. As for this fatr- 
weather fpark, Monfreur de Champignon, if he can't 
ſhow a commiſſion, authoriſing him to make depreda- 
tions on the Engliſh, I ſhall order him to be hoſted up 
to the yard's arm by the neck as a pirate ; but if he can 
produce, his orders, he ſhall be treated as a priſoner of 
wur, though not before he has reſtored what he pilfer'd 
from you and Mr Heartly. 
Hur. At that rate Im afraid I ſhall loſe an admirer 
ou 
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You ſee, Monſieur de Champignon, the old proverb ful - 
filled; hanging and marriage go by deſtiny: yet I ſnhould 
be very ſ to occaſion even the death of a finner. 

* Cham I emplore'your pitie and clemence ; 
Mo 2 1 * 1 miſerable 8 


you 
Enter Block drank, with a Kees bis ſoexden. 
Block. Thus and no near — bear 8 my hearts— 
erde e e e 
| 3 of Champignon*s cloaths. 5 
By your leave, Tinſey—Od's heart, theſe braces are ſo 
. — I muſt keep my yard: ſquare, as the ſaying is 
Ahey,—what the devil * we got here 
Block. All's — between e han't 
broke bulk, I'll aſſure you Stand clear Il ſoon over- 
hauf the reſt of the cargo. 
[Pulls out a long heather guen * red ribbons. 
What's here? the tiller of a monkey !-—Sblood; the 
fellow: has no more brains than a to leave the red 
ropes hanging over his ſtern, whereby the mern may 
board him on the po pb. 
[ The next thing that appears, is a very coarſe can- 
vas ſhirt with very fine lac d ruſſet. 
This here is the right trim of a Frenchman—all ginger- 
bread-work ; flouriſh: and compliment aloft, and all rags 
and' rottenneſs alow. [Draws out a' plume of ftathers. 
Adzooks, this is Mounfeer's vane, that, like his fancy, 
veers with every puff to all the points of the compaſyg— 
Hark'ee, Sam—the nob- muſt needs be damnably light 
that's rigged with ſuch a deal of feather. The French 
are ſo well fledg*d, no wonder they're ſo ready to fly. 
[Finds a pocket: glaſt, a paper ef rouge and Spaniſh 
| wool, with which he daubs his face. 
Swing the ſwivel-ey'd ſon of a whore! he fights _ 
falſe colours like a pirate—Heve's a lubberly dog, he 
dares-not ſhow; his own face to the weather. 
Cham. Ah, Monſieur de Belokke, ave 2 
Block. Don't be afraid, Frenchman—you ſee I have 
hoiſted your jacket, thof 1 ſtruck your enfign—— We 
Engliſhmen never cut throats- in cold blood: the beſt 
* beating the French, is to ſpare all their Sham- 


pinions 


DDr 
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pinions——Od's heart, I would all their commanders 
were of your trim, brother; we'd ſoon have the French 
"—_— at Spithead. 0 

ut in the mean time I ſhall have you to the 
_ „you drunken ſwab. . 

Block. Swab l did ſwab the forecaltle tes of the 
enemy, that I muſt confeſs. . 

- Lyon. None of your jaw, you lubber. 

+ Block. Lubber !—man and boy, twenty years in the 
— !— Ben Block was the man that taught 
thee, Tom Lyon, to hand, reef, and ſteer —ſo much 
for the ſervice of Old England—But go thy ways, Ben, 
thy timbers are crazy, thy planks are ſtarted, and thy 
bottom is foul—I have ſeen the day when thou would'ſt 
have ſhown thy colours with the beſt o'un. 

. Lyon. Peace, porpuls. | 

Block. I am a porpuſs ; for I ſpout ſalt water, d' ye 
ſee. I'll be damn'd if grief and bono ha'n't ſet my 

-pumps a-goin 
hy” gg Me Block, I muſt ales you friends 
with Lieutenant Lyon—As he has been your pupil, he 
muſt be an able navigator; and this is no time for our 
able ſeamen to fall out among themſelves. 

Block. Why, look ye here, miſtreſs, I muſt confeſs, 
as how he's as briſk a ſeaman as ever greas'd a marlin- 
ſpike—T'll turn *un adrift with e' er a he that ever reefed 
a foreſail-—A will fetch up his leeway with a wet ſail, 
as the ſaying is— And as for my own part, d'ye ſee, I 
have ſtood by him with my blood—and my heart—and 
my liver, in all weathers—blow high—blow low. 

Har. Well, I hope you'll live to ſee and fail with him 

as an admiral. 
- Block. I doubt a muſt be hove down firſt, keel out of 
the water, miſtreſs, and be well ſcrubbed, d'ye ſee 
then a may to ſea when a wool, and hoiſt the Union 
flag. Stand clear, John Frenchman——the Royal 
Sovereign of England will ride triumphant over the 
© waves, as the ſong 

Lyon. And now for you, Monſieur Champignon. 

Cham. Monſieur Lionne, I' ave not altogether con- 


tradicted, but perhaps a little exceeded, my orders, 
—— | which 
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which were to take one Engliſh chaloupe for intelli- 


ence. | D' * . 
4 Mr Lyon will aot be 


Heart. Well-I'm perſuaded 
very ſevere in his ſcrutiny ; and to fhew that we Eng- 
liſhmen can forgive injuries, and fight without malice, 
give me your hand! can't part with my quitreſs ; 
but in other reſpects, I am Monſieur de Champignon's 

Lyon. I was once taken by the French, who uſed, me 
nobly, I'm a witneſs of their valour, and an inſtance 
of their ꝓoliteneſa but thene are Champignons in every 
ſervice—While France uſes us like friends, we will re- 
turn her civilitics; when ſhe breaks her. treaties and 
grows inſoleat, we will drab her over to her beha- 
viour. Jack Haulyard, you have got a ſong to the 
purpoſe, that won't, I believe, be dilagreeable te the - 
company. . 141 | Py 5. 
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J. 188 
Behold, my brave Britons, che fair ſpringing gales 
« Fill a bumper, and toſs off your glaſſes ; 
© Buſs and part with your frolick ſome laſſes; 
Then aboard and unfurl the wide flowing fail, 
Cee, i 22,5 
c bes” Britiſh oak — us — 4 
nl Engliſh courage our n 
To crewn our teils, the fates deange 
L Dayal ag the ſea. ' 
C 
© Our canvas and cares to the winds we diſplay, 
* Life and fortune we cheerfully venture; 
* And we laugh, and we quaff, and we banter; 
Nor think of to morrow while ſure of to-day. 
While Britiſh oak, _ IC 
anal | III. = 
The ſtreamers of France at a diſtance appear; 
We muſt mind other muſic than catches: 
Mann our quarters, and handle our matches; 
* Our cannon produce, and for battle prepare. 
While Britiſh oak, &e. 


Vor. II. F 6 IV. 
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eim 46} * . * IV. 189 

© Engender'd in ſmoke and deliver'd in flame, 

© Britiſh rolls loud as the thunder 

Let the vault of the fcy burſt afunder, ' 

See follows with riches and fame. 
Drin wal, Ko. i 


1. SONG. eee induced frat 


Fr un bas 3 *7 r MO b-7 
Come Aer 4 ; my lads, Ws ere 
To add f — — . . 
To honour we u like + 
For who are fo Set ve fg of — 1 ern 

| CHorvs. 
Heart eFeak are eur ſhip, heart of oak are our men, 
| We always are ready, | 
—_— boys, ſteady ; 


We'll fight and TY e ap 


We ne'er ſee our foes but we wiſh them to ſtay; 

They never ſee us but they wiſh us away: 

If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore ; 

For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 
| Hearts of oak; . 


They'll fri | 

But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 

Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore. 
Hearts of oak, &. 


IV. 
We'll ſtill make them run, and we'll Rill make them feat, 
In ſpite- of the devil and 'Bruffels Gazette: 
Then cheer up, my. lads, with one voice let us king, 
Our ſoldiers, our ſailors, our ſtateſmen, and * 
"Hearts of oak, &. 


EPT 
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55 | — 1 
E F I ILO S UE 
Spoken by Miſs MACK LIN. 


YE—now [ can with pleaſure look around, | 
Safe as I am, thank heav'a! on Engliſh ground 
In a dark dungeon to be ſtow'd away, | 
' Midſt roaring, thund'ring, danger and diſmay ; 
Expos'd to hre water, ſword and bullet» _. 3 
Might the heart of any Virgin pullet=— MY 
I dread to think what might have come to paſs, 
Had not the-Britiſh- Lyon queli'd the Galtic A ĩðĩ 
By Champignon a wretched victim led 
To cloiſter'd cell, or more deteſted bed. | 
My days in pray'r and faſting I had ſpent : * 
As nun or uy I. 3 2 
His gallantry, fo confident and eager, 
e meſs of delicate ſoup-maigre. IS 
To bootleſs longings I had fallen a martyr; | 
But, Heav'n be praivd, the Frenchman caught u Tartar: 
Yet ſoft—our author's fate you muſt decree ; . 
Shall he come ſafe to port, or ſink at ſea? + 
Your ſentence, ſweet or bitter, ſoft or fore, | 
Floats his frail bark, or runs it bamp aſhore. 
Ye wits above, reſtrain your awful thunder; | 
In his firſt eruiſe, twere pity he ſhould founder. [To the Gall; 
Safe from your ſhot, he fears no other foe, - | | 
Nor gulph, but that which horrid yawns below. [To the Pit. 
The braveſt chicfs, even Hannibal and Cato, 
Have here been tam'd with——pippin and potatoe. 182.1 
Our bard embarks in a more Chriſtian cauſe: | | 
He craves not mercy; but he claims applauſe. 
His pen againſt the boſtile French is dran; 
Who damas him, is no Aatigallican. | 
Indulg'd with fav'ring gales and ſmiling ſkies, 
Hereafter he may board a richer prize. 


But if this welkin angry clouds deform, N No | : 
[Locking round the bouſe.. 


And hollow groans portend the approaching ſtorm; 

Should the deſcending ſhow'rs of haif redouble, {To the Gall. 
An theſe rough billows hiſs, and boil, and bubble; [ Lo the Pi. 
He'll lanch no more on ſuch fell ſeas of trouble. 
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Sir John Loverule, an — | FEES. 
country gentleman, en Mr Tannets. 
for his hoi | 0 

Butler, 4 Mr Hallion, 

Cock, Servants 5 to fie iges. Mr Simpon.  ' 

Footman, ; 57 x Tyler. 

Coachman, 3 = * angle Mr Mr Banks. 

2b/on, a p ngin | k 
1 4 Mr Harper. © Me Hollingforck, 
Doctor, . . Mr Hill, _ Mr Charteris. 

bs + - 4 5 e ' WOMEN. +; "3 
— Sidobn 


a proud, canting, 5 i de Priced Mrs-Cherteris, 
Poo, 3 MibBrat.. Mrs doesnt 
Lettice, t Her ma. 1 — Beunett re Tanner, 
Nell, Oey Mrs Clive, Bits Knivg 


country Girl, 


* 


He Tenants, Servants. 
12 41. Scans, A Guy Village. 


Scene, The Cobler's houſe. 
Jossox and NELL. 


Nr. 


Prernes, good Jobſon, ſtay with me to-night, 
Jeb. 


and for once make merry at home. 
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. Peace, peace, you jade, and go ſpin; for if L 
any thread for my ſtitching, I will puniſh you by 
virtue of my ſovereign 22 N ö 

Nell. Ay marry, no doubt of that 5 whilſt you take 
your ſwing at the ale-houfe, 1 your ſubſtance, get 
drunk as a beaſt, then come home like a ſot, and uſe: 
one like a dog. | os no wot: dl 

Fob. Nounz, do I. Why, how now, bra - 
zen face, do you ſpeak ill of the government? Don't 
you know, huſſey, that I am king, in my own houſe,, 
and that this is treaſon againſt my majeſty. - 

Neil. Did ever one hear ſuch ſtuff! But I pray you 
now, Jobſon, don't go to the ale-houſe to-night. 

Job. Well, I'll humour you for once, but don't grow 
ſaucy upon't ; for I'm invited by Sir John Loverule's 
butler, and am to he princely drunk with punch at the. 
hall- place; we ſhall have a bowl large enough to ſwim* 


in. | . 
Nell. But they ſay, huſband, the new lady vill not 
ſuffer a ſtranger to enter her doors; ſhe grudges even 
a draught of ſmall beer to her own ſervants; and ſeveral 
of the tenants have come home with broken heads fron 
her ladyſhip's own hands, only for ſmelling ſtrong · beer 
in the Baul. WW | = 

Job. A pox on her for. a fanatical jade! She hat 
almoſt diſtracted the knight: but ſhe's now abroad, 
feaſting with her relations, and will ſcarce come home 
to- night; and we are to have much drink, a fiddle, and 
merry gambols. | 

Nell. O dear. huſband, let me go with you; we'll be. 
as merry 7 the night's long. a | 1 

Fob. Why, how now, you baggage, would you; 
be carried.to a company of ſmooth-fac'd, — drink-. 
ing, lazy ſerving-men ;z no, no, you jade, I'll not be a. 
cuckold. | 

Nell. I'm ſure they would make me welcome; you 
promis'd I ſhould ſee the houſe, and the family has not: 
been here before, ſince you married and brought me 

8 
22 Why, thou moſt audacious ſtrumpet, dar'ſt thou- 
pute* with me, thy lord and maſter? Get in and! 
oi vt Bets | ſpiny, 


: TT 
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ſpin, or elfe my ſtrap ſhalt wind about thy ribs moſt 


AIR L The Twitcher. 
He that las the bef wife, 
She's the plagwe of his Hfe ; 
But for her whe will ſcold and will quarrel, 
Let him eut her eff ſhort 
| n 
And ten times #-day hoop her barrel, brave boys, 
1 1 — : 


Nell. Well, we poor women muſt. always be ſlaves, - 
and never have any joy; but you men run and ramble 


Jol. Stay f now I think on't, here's fixpence you; 
ge. ale and apples, ſtretch and puff thyſelf up with 


Tamb's veel; rejoice aud reve} by thyſelf; be drunk and 
wallow in thy own ity, like a ſow as thou art. 


He that has the beſt wife, _ 
re n Vo. _ [Exeuut. 


1 Sctur, Sr John's. 


Butler, Cooks Foatthen, n 


But. I would our dancing neighbours were here, that 
we might rejoice a little while our terma lady is 
. * made a moſt ſovereign bowt of 

Lucy. We had need rejoice ſumetimes, for our deviliſh 
new lady will never fuffer it in her hearing. 

But. J wilt maintain, there is more mirth in 2 galley 
than in our family. Our maſter indeed is the worthi 
gentleman—nothing but ſweetneſs and liberality. 

Foot. But here's a houfe turn'd topfy-turey, from 
heaven to hell, fince the came hither. 

« Lucy. His former lady was all virtue and mildneſs. 

© But. Ay, reſt her foul, ſhe was ſo; but this is in- 
5 ſpir'd with a legion of devits, who make her hy about 
her Hike a fury. 


Lacy. ral Te lid ber in my boah 
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© her complexion don't pleaſe her, or ſhe looks yellow 
© in a morning, I am. ſure to look black and blue for it 
«© before night. f eee at | 
Cool. Pox on her, I dare not come within her reach. 
© I have ſome fix broken heads already. A lady, quo- 
«© tha! a ſhe-bearis a civikr animal. + + 
Foot. Heav n help my poor maſter! thisdevikfh ter- 
magant ſcolding, woman will be the death of him: I 
never ſaw a man ſo alter'd in all the days of my life. 
© Cook. There's a perpetual motion in that tongue of 
© her's, and a damn'd ſhrill pipe, enough to break 
drum of a man's car. Lp | 
Enter Jobſon. © 
But. Welcome, welcome all; this is our wiſh. 
© Honeſt old acquaintance,” Goodman Jobforf! how doſt 
thou? 0 E 
Jb. By my troth, I am always ſharp-ſet towards 
punch, and am now come with a firm reſolution, tho? 
but a poor cobler, to be as richly drunk as a lord; I 
am a true Engliſh heart, and look upon drunkenneſs as 
the beſt-part of the liberty of the ſubjecrt. | 
But. Come, Jobſon, we'll bring out our bowl of 
punch in ſolemn proceffion ; and then for a ſong to crown 
our happineſs. ; | A 
[They all go out, and return with a bowl of punch. 


ATR II. Charks of Sweden. 
Come, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure ;z. . 
Let none at cares of life repine, 3d 
To deftroy our pleaſure. 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
That evyry true and ſoul | 
May drink and fing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 
Thus, mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian of our pleaſure ; 
That under thy protection we 
May enjoy new pbeaſure. 
And as the hours glide away, 
We'ULin thy name invoke their tay, _ 


And 
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And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure. _ 


But. The King and the royal fomily in a brimmer— 


6 aL 7: JIL 
Here's a good health to the King, 
And ſend him a proſperous reign ; 

O'er hills and high mountains, 
Well drink dry the fountains, 
Until the ſun riſes again, en 
Until the ſun riſes again. 


Then here's to thee, my boy boon, 
And here's to thee, my boy boon ; 
As we've tarry'd all day 
For to drink down the ſun, 
So we'll tarry and drink down the moon, brave boys, 
| le aaa” 
| LOW buzza. 
; Enter Sir John and La 

Lady. O heaven and earth, what's within my 
doors! Is bell broke looſe? What troop of fiends are 
here? Sirrah, you unpudent raſcal, ſpeak | 

Sir John. For ſhame, my dear—As this is a time of 
mirth and jollity, it has always been the cuſtom oſ my 
houſe, to give my ſervants liberty in this ſeaſon, and to 
treat my country neighbours, that with innocent ſports 
they may divert themfelves. ' 

Lady. I ſay, meddle with your own affairs; 1 will 
govern my own houſe without your putting in an oar. 
Shall I aſk you leave to correct my own ſervants ?. 

Sir John. I thought, Madam, this had been my 
houſe, and theſe my tenants and fervants. 

Lady. Did I bring a fortune to be thus abus d and: 
ſaub'd om ? Do you call my authority in 
queſtion, ungrateful man! Look you to your dogs and 
horſes abroad'; but it. will be my province to govern. 
here ; nor will I be controll'd by cer a hunting, k 
ing knight in Chriſtendom. 0 


AIR IV. Set by Mr Scedo. 


Sir John. Ye gods you gave to me a wife 
: Out of your. grace and favour,. 
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To be the comfort of my. life; 
And I was glad te have 1 
-- But if your providence divine 
For greater bliſs defign her, 
n 
| I ready to reſign her | 
This it is to be married to a continual * Strife 
and noiſe, canting and hypoeriſy, are eternally afloat— 
'Tis impoſſible to bear it lon | 
2 Ve filthy 2 and odious jades, I'll, 
teach you to junket thus, and ſteal mr provifions : 
ſhall be devour'd at this rate. 
But. I thought, Madam, we might be. wy ane 
upom a holiday. © 
Lady. Holiday, you popiſh cur! is one day mere” 
holy than another F and. if it be, yawll be ſure to get 
drunk open Its E rogue. [Beate IOW Tou mina, 
you impud rt, are y jou Fi er an abomi- 
nable alle? all dancing ĩs whori bull | 
[Lug 7 ber by the ears. 


Lucy O lud, ſhe has pal -d of both f my ears. - 
Sir Fobn. Pray, Madam, wag 6 fex aud qua- 
lity : I bluſh for your behaviour. 
Lady. Conſider your ineapacity: 
ſtrut me. Who are yow thus m 
' [ She beats Oo 17 
ab. I am n honeſt, plain, p cobler, 
Mala, if your ladyfhyp would but Fo 60 arch you 
might hear me above all the reſt there. 
Lady. I'll try thy voice hor firft, vil 
* [Strikes him. 
2 Nounz ! what « paws what a devil ails you ? 
dy. O profane wretch ! wicked varlet! - 
Sir Jahn. For ſhame! your behaviour is moaſtrouss - 
Tach. Was ever poor lady ſo miſerable in a brutiſh 
huſband as I am? T that am ſo pious and . a 


woman ! « 
Job. fings- He that has the beſt wife, 
She's the e of his life, 80 
c 
xi. 


Lach. 


ſeals by. - 


— — Cee, 
— - _ 


. PU rout you all with a vengeance—* PII ſpoil 
« your ſq ſ queaking treble. 
6 T Beats the fiddle about the blind man's bead. 

« Fid. O murder, murder! I am a dark man—which 
« way ſhall I get hence ?—O heav'n, ſhe has broke my 
« fiddle, and undone me and my wife and children. 

© Sir John. Here, poor fellow, take your ftaff and 
4 eres: there's 7 buy you two ſuch : that's 

your way. £xit Fiddler. 

* Lady. Methinks you are ron, ir ; muſt my 
© eſtate maintain you in your 

Sir Febn. Go up to your cloſet, wn and compoſe 
your mind. 

Lady. O wicked man! to bid me pray. 

Sir John. A man can't be completely eurſt, I ſee, 
without marriage ; but fince there is ſuch a thing as ſe- 
F r 

3 b 


AIR v. Of all comfirts 1 miſcerry/. 


Of the ſtates in life ſo various, 
Marriage, ſure, is moſt precarious 
Ina maze fo ſtrangely winding, 
Still we are new mazes : 
*Tis an action ſo ſevere, 
That nought but death can ſet us clear. 
Happy's s the man, from wedlock free, 
ows to prize his liberty. _ 
Were men wary | 


How they marry 


We had nt'be by bir fo full of miſery. 


X W at the door. 

Here, where are my ſervants? Muſt they be frighted 

from me ? —Within + there —ſee who knocks. 
* Lady. Within there Where are my fluts ? Ye drabs, 

ye queans— lights there. 


Enter Servants, ſneaking, with candles. 
But. Sir, it is a or that lives ten miles off: he 


practiſes phyſic, and is an aſtrologer; n 
N vs 
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knows him very well: he is a cunning man, makes al- 
e LL 


Ded. Sir, 1 humbly. beg your honour's. pardon for 
this unſeaſonable intrufion; ba I am benighted, and 
'tis ſo dark that I can't poſſibly find my way home; 
and knowing your worſhip's hoſpitality, defire the fa- 
vour to be d under your roof to- night. * 

Lady. Out of iny houſe, ve lewd confurer, you, ma- 

cian. 

— Here's a turn — a change a if 
1 have any arty you ſhall ſmart for this. 
Sir John. You ſee, friend, I am not oe. 

own houſe : therefore, to avoid any uneaſineſs, go — 
the lane about a quarter of a mile, and you'll ſee a cob- 
ler's cottage ; ſtay there a little, and I'll ſend my ſer- 
vant to conduct you to a tenant's houſe, where you'll be 
well entertain'd. 

Doc. I thank you, Sir; I'm your moſt humble ſer- 
vant. —But as for your lady there, ſhe ſhall this night 
feel my reſentment. [ Exit. 

Sir John. Come, r you and I muſt have ſome 
conference together. 

Lady. Yes; I will have a conference und u tefoima- 
vl too in this houtes or I'll turn it  uplice n —1 
w 


AIR VI. Contented country farmer. 
Sir Jobn. Grant me, ye pow'rs, but this requeſt, 
And let who will the world conteſt; 
Convey her to ſome diſtant ſhore,, 
Where I may ne'er behold her more ; 
Or let me to ſome cottage fly, © 
In freedom's arms to live and die. [ Exeuny. - 


"Scene, The Cobler's. 
Nell and the Doctor. 
Nell. Pray, Sir, mend your draught, if you pleaſe? 


you are very welcome, Sir. 
Doct. Thank you heartily, aa e | 


quite your civility, I'll tell you your fortune. 15 
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Nl. O pray do, Sir: I'never hed ny mu fob! 
me in m Me- 7. : 
Doc. Let me behald the lines of your face. 
. > Natl. I'm afraid; Sir, tas gone of the cleaneſt, I bare 
been about dirty. work alt this day... 
Dat. Come, une, tis good face.z he not abend 
of it; you ſhall how it in greater places ſuddealy. 
Nell. - O dear, Bir, 1 hall be mightily uhaa'd 1 
want dacity when 1 come before great folks. 
Dod. You muſt be confident, and fear nothing z there 


. oy 
Nell. Oh me !this-is a zareman ; Heav'n be thank'd. 
Doc. 'To-morrow before the ſun · riſe, you Ihall be the 
happieſt woman in this country. 

Nell. How, by to-marrow |—Alack-a-day, Sir, how 
.can that be? 

| Doh. No more {hall you be troubled with a furly 
| huſband that rails at and ſtraps you. 

"Nef. Lud, how came he to know that ? he maſt be 
a conjurer. Indeed my huſband is ſomewhat ru oy 
and in his cups will beat me, but it is not much; 
an honeſt pains-taking man, and I let him have . 
Pray, Sir, take t'other cup of ale. 
Dach. I thank you-——Beleve me, to-morrow you 
ſhall be the richeſt woman NEE in 


your own coach, 


Nell. O father, you jeer me. 

De&. By my art, I do not. But mark my words; 
be confident, and bear all out,” or worſe will follow. 

1. Never fear, Sir, I warrant you. O Gemini! 
a coach! 


A IR VII. go VE FS My tong-ftray'd eyes. 


My fwdling heart now leaps for joy, 
And riches all my tho 1 ; 
No more ſhall peo people 
Her ladyſhip will do as "well: 
Deck'd in my golden rich array, 
I'll in my chariot roll away, 
| e t, m—_ nd play. 
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Enter Jobſon. 

Job. Where is this quean? Here, Nell! what a pox, 
are you drunk with your lamb's wool ? bs 

Nell. O huſband! here's the rareſt man—he has told 
me my fortune. | ; 

Job. Has he fo ? and planted my fortune too, aluſty 
pair of horns, upon my head Eh —is t not ſo? 

Dea. Thy wife is a virtuous woman, and thow'lt be . 
happy— 23 0 

Job. Come out, you hang-dog, you juggler, you 
cheating, bamboozling villain ! muſt I be cuckolded by 
ſuch rogues as you are, mackmaticfans and almanack- 

ers! ö | 

Nell. Pr'ythee peace, huſband, we ſhall be rich, and 
have a coach of onr own. 

Job. A coach! a cart, a wheel-barrow, you jade 
By the mackin, ſhe's drunk, bloody drunk, moſt con- 
foundedly drunk. Get you to bed, you ſtrumpet. 

[ Beats ber. 

Neil. O mercy on us! is this a taſte of my good for- 
tune ? 


De@. You had better not have touch'd her, you ſurly 


e. f 
7. Out of my houſe, you villain, or Pll run my 
awl up to the handle in your buttocks. _ | 
Doct. Farewel, you paltry flave. 
Job. Get out, you rogue. [Exeunt, 
; SCENE, Changes 40 an open country. 
Wm Doctor folur. 
AIR VIII. The Spirit's ſong in Macbeth.“ 
My little ſpirits now appear, 
Nadir and Abiſhog draw near. 
* The time is ſhort, make no delay; 
Then quickly haſte and come away: 
Nor moon nor ſtars afford their light, 
But all is wrapt in gloomy night: 
© Both men and beaſts to reſt inchne, 
And all things favour my deſign. 
© Spirits (within.) Say, maſter, what is to be done; 
* as ſure attend, | 
or Cre tg | 
Vor. II, 9 G — Lou 


x 


— 
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You muſt this cobler's wife transform, 
And to the knight's the like perform : 
With all your moſt ſpecific charms, 
Convey each wife to diff'rent arms; 
Let the deluſion be ſo ſtrong, 
That none may know the right from wrong. 
8 (Within ) All this we will with care perform, 
ln thunder, lightning, and a ſtorm. 
[ Thunder. 


5 changes to the Cobler': houſe. 
Jobſon at work. The bed in view. 


Job. What devil has been abroad-to-night? I never 
heard ſuch claps of thunder in my life. T thought my 
little hovel would have flown away ; but now all is clear 
again, and a fine ftar-light morning it is. I'I ſettle 
myſelf to work. They ſay winter's thunder is ſummer 8 
wonder. 


AIR IX. ' Charming Sally. 
Of all the trades from eaſt to —ﬀX 
The cobler's, pat contendin 
Is like in time Age prove the beſt, 
Which ev'ry day is mending. 
How great his-praiſe who can amend 
The ſoals of all his neighbours ; 
Nor is unmindful of his end, 
But to his laſt ſtill Jabours ! 


Lady. Heyday ! what impudent ballad-finging rogue 
is that, who dares wake me out of my fleep? I'll have 
you flea*d, you raſcal. 

Fob. What a pox, does ſhe talk in her Nleep? or 1s 


ſhe drunk ſtill?  [Singe. 


AIR X. Now ponder well e parents der 


. In 38 wi did dwell, 
As Chaucer he did write, 
Who wantonly did ſpend her time 
In many a fond deli ight. 
All on a time fo fick ſhe was, 
And ſhe at length did die, 


_ 2 O «„ũ:ð« MM. 
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And then her ſoul at paradiſe 
Did knock moſt mightily; . _ 


Lady. Why, villain, raſcal, ſcreech-ow!l, who makeſt 
a worſe noiſe than a dog hung i in the pales, or-a hog in 
a high wind. Where are all my ſervants ? Somebody 
come and hamſtring this rogue. [ Kimocks. 

Fob. Why, how now, you brazen quean ! you muſt 
get drunk with the conjuror, muſt you? I'll give you 
money another time to ſpend in lamb's wool, you ſaucy 
jade, ſhall I? 

Lady. Monſtrous! I can find no hell to ring. Where 
are my ſervants? They ſhall toſs him in a blanket. 
Feb. Ay, the jade's aſſeep fill: the conjurot told 
her ſhe ſhould keep her coach, and ſhe i is dreaming of 
her equipage- diver ot IV 
| I will come in, in fpite, ſhe läd, | 

Of all ſuch churls as thee; | 
I Thau art the cauſe of all our pain, 
Our grief and miſery. 1 
Thou firſt broke the 1 . 
In honour of th 
When Adam heard her 2155 3 words, 
He ran away for life. 


Lacy. Why huſband! Sir Joha! Will you ſuffer me 
o be thus inſulted ? 

oh; Huſband | Sir John! what, a pox, has ſhe 
knighted me! and my name's Zekel too: a good jeſt, 


Lady. Ha! he's An Heav'n, 
where am I? Foh, what loathſome ſmells are here ? 
Canvaſs ſheets, and @ filthy ragged curtain; a beaftly 
rug, and a flock-bed. . Am I awake, or is it all a 
dream! What rogue is that? Sirrah,—Where am I? 
Who brought me hither? What raſcal are you? 

Job. This is amazing -I never heard ſuch words from 
her before, If I take my ſtrap to you, 1I'll- make you 
know your huſband. I'll teach you better manners, you 
ſaucy drab. 

Lady. Oh aſtoniſhing impudence ! You my hafband, 
Pas I'll hve you kang'®, you rogue; I'm W 
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Let me know who has given me a ſleeping draught, and 
convey*d me hither, you _y varlet ? | 
Fob. A ſleep r yes, you drunken jade, 


you had a ſleeping draught, with-a- pox to ye. What, 
has not your lamb's wool done — * yet! 

Lady. Where am 1? Where has my villainous huſ- 
band put me? Lucy! Lettice! Where are my queans ? 
Job. Ha, ha, hal What, does ſhe call her maids too ? 
The conjuror has made her mad as well as drunk: 

Lady. He talks of conjurors ; ſure I am bewitched ! 
Ha! what cloaths are here? a linſey-woolſey gown, a 
calico hood, a red bays petticoat: I am removed from 
my own houſe by witchcraft. What muſt I do? what 
will become of hs [ Horns wind without. 
Jb. Hark! the hunters and the merry horns are 

abroad. Why, Nell, you lazy jade, *tis break of day ; 
to work, to work; come and 6 wh you drab, or ll 
tan your hide for you. Wks oven wal I be at work 
two hours before, you in the morning? 

Lady. Why, Rab, thou impudent villain! doſt thou 
not know me, you rogue ?. F 

1 Know you? yes, I know you well enough, and 

make you know me before I —— done with you. 
| Lab | 4 Sir John Loverule's lady; how came I 
ere 
Fo. Sir John Loverale's lady! No, Nell, not quite 
ſo bad neither: that damn'd ſtingy, fanatic whore, 
plagues every one that comes near” = Goun- 
eg. Nay, then I ho —You rogue, 
ady. ay, then I 1 no 3 ou 
you inſolent villain, PI! teach you 2 manners. 
[Flings the bedſtaff and other things at bim. 
This is more than ever I ſaw by her; I never 
1 as ill word: fon ber before, Come, ſtrap, ' I'll try 
your mettle; Pu. n you, I _— quean. 
He ſtraps ns at bim. 

Lady. I'll pull your . I nd pho your 
eyes: I am a lady, ſirrah. O murder, murder! Sir 

e gee you for this.—Marder, mur- 
er! 

Fob. Come, huſſy, leave fooling, and come to your 
ſpinning, or elſe I'll lamb you, you never were ſo * 

nce 
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a ‚n̊ -mann Take it up, you jade. 
[ She flings it dun. -e ſtraps ber. 
Dach. Hold, hold! I'll do any thing. 
Fob. Oh, I thought I ſhould bring ven do yourſelf 


a 

__ What ſhall I do? I can't ſpit. / ry CA 
N Fob. I'll into my ſtall; 2 
9 [Works and fngh 


AIR XI. Come, SEP: 
Let matters of ſtate” _ 
Diſquiet the great, | 

| W 
Has nought but his wife 
To ruffle his life, 

RN 


He's out of the pow'r 
Of Fortune, that whore; * * 
Since low as can be ſhe has thruſt him: : 
2 * e 
For, being ſo p rn 0 
There's none to be 5 that will Gul bir 


Hey day, I think the jade's brain is turn'd What, 
have you to ſpin, hufſey? 
,"_ But I have not forgot to run., 1 een wy my 
; I ſhall nd ſomebody an the: town, Furey that will 
— me. ([Cbe runs cut. 
* What, does ſhe run for it? L' — gg | 


en runs out- 


Sers changes to Sir Jobs" bouſe. | 


' | or Nell in Bed. a | 
Nel What pleafant dreams I have 1 0 night ? 
Methought I'was in diſe, upon a bed of violets and 
roſes, and the ſweet huſband by my fide! Ha, bleſs 
me! —.— I now? Wha der are theſe? NO 
en in the ſpring can equal them Am I on a' hed? 
—— — fans no linen ever was ſo 
fine. What a gay ſilken robe have I got 0 
heavn l De if chis be a dream, I would 
e "0 


* vo 


LA \, & 
-_— 


1 
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not wiſh to wake . 
went to heav'n; and this i it | 
Eater Lucy 

; Lucy. Now [muſt I wake an lerer that wil ot ls 
ſtill till midnight at ſooneſt: the firſt greeting, I 
will be jade or whore. . 
LE Ogeminst! who's this? What doſt ſay, ſweet 

Lucy. Sweetheart! Oh lud, ſweetheart! The beſt 
names I have had theſe three months from her have 
been ſlut or whore. What gown. and ruffles will your 
ladyſhip wear to-day ? * | 

Nell. What does ſhe wha?" Ladyſhip, gown, and 
ruffles ! —— Sure I am awake — Oh, 1 remember the 


3 man now. 


Did your ladyſhip ſpe? 
22 A child, I'll wear the ſame I did 3 
upon me ——Child |——Here's a miracle 
Enter Lettice. 

Let. Wag? my Lady awake 2— Have von bad her ſhoe 
or tar e Wear 

Lucy. Oh no, I'm ove 7 ſhe's in the kindeſt 
humour—Go to the hedpad ſpeak to ber Nori is your 
time. 
Let. Now's my time! what, to have! another tooth 
beat out. Madam 

Neil. What doſt ſay; my” deari-Obfather, what 
would ſhe have? 

Let. What work will your ladyſhip pleaſe to have 
—— 3 Shall I work. plain r or go to my 

tchin 0 

Nell. Work, child! tis holiday: no ak to-day. 

Let. Oh mercy ! — 2 awake? ! rm gt 
dream: Here's a bleſt chan 
Lucy. If it continues, we hall he happy family. | 

Let. Your tadyſhip's chocolate is ready. 

Nell. Merey on me, what's that ee garments 
| Tuppoſe. [ Aide. } Put it on then, ſweetheart. 

Let. Put it on, Madam! I have taken iro; "is 
ready to drink. | 

' Nell. I mean put it by; 1 don's'care for drinking 
naw. 


Enter 
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Enter Cook. 
' Cook, Now go I like a bear to the ſtake, bbw 
her ſcurvy ladyſhip's command about dinner. How 
many raſcully names muſt I be called? e. 
Let. ns John Cook, you'll be out of your wits to 
find my in ſo ſweet a temper. 
Cook. Wat a devil, are they all mad? 
Lucy. Madam, here's the cook come about der 
Well, Oh, there's a fine cook! He looks like one of 
your \grntlfolks. [ Afede.] V honeſt 3 
ngry now; pra me a raſher u 
a > pn 0 — 15 . vl and ſome TE ed. 
Cook. Hey, — to do here? my head turns round. 
Honeſt man! I look'd for rogue and raſcal at leaſt.— 
She's ſtran chang'd in her diet, as well as her hu- 
mour. [A/ide. ]—I'm afraid, Madam, cheeſe and bacon 
will fit as, i heavy on your Ladyſhip's ſtomach in a 
morning. If you pleaſe, ; Madam, I'll toſs you up a 
white fricaſee of chickens in a trice, Madam ; or what 
does your Ladyſhip think of a veal ſweetbread ? 
Nell. Ev'n what you will, good cook. 
Cook. Good cook! good cook !—* Ah, tis a ſweet 
6 * aye” Mercy us! miracles will never ceaſe. - 
Enter Butler. 
0 „oh, kiſs me, Chip, I am out of my 3 


« the kindeſt, fweeteſt lady. Tee. e 
think u out 


But. You ſhamming rogue, 
your wits all of ye; the maids look merrily too. 
N Here's the butler, Madam, to know your La- 
1 *'s orders. 
Nell. Oh, pray, Mr Butler, let me have ſome ſmall- 
beer when my breakioll Taben.a. 
| But. Mr Butler | Mr Butler -I tall be turn'd into 
ſtone with amazeme AA e Would not your La- 
ſhip rather have a glaſs of Frontiniac or Lacryme ? 
Nell. O dear, what hard names are there! but I muft 


not betray wit. [Afede.] Well, which you 3 


Mr Butler. 
Enter Coachman- 4:1 
But. Go, get you in, and he rejoiced as W 
—_— The cook has been making his game I know 
how long: what, do you banter dot | ys 


* 


* 


8 THE DEVIL TO PAY: OR, 


Lucy. Madam, the coachman. 1 

- Coach. I come to know if your Ladyſhip goes out 
to-day, and which you'll have, the coach or chariot, - 

Nell. Good lack-a-day !—T'll ride in the ions if 


you pleaſe. 
Coach. The ſky will fall, that's certain. [ Exit. 
Nell, I can hardly think I am awake yet. How well 
Pleaſed they all ſeem to wait upon me !—O notable 
cunning man !—My head turns. round !—I am quite 


giddy with my own happineſs. 


AIR XI. What theugh I ant « country laſs 


Though late I was a cobler's wiſe, 
In cottage moſt obſcure-a, | 
In.plain-ituff gown, and ſhort-ear'd 1 
Hard labour did endure -a: 


The ſcene is chang'd, I'm alter'd quite, 
And from poor humble Nell-a, 

I'll learn to dance, to read, and write, 
And from all bear the bell-a. - 


Enter Sir John, meetin ' his ſervants. 

But. Oh, Sir, here's the news ! 

Lucy. There never was the like, Sir! Yowll be . 
joy'd andames'd 1. 

Sir John. What, are ye mad ?—What's the — 
with ye ?— How now! here's » new face in my family 
— What's the of all this? ils 

But. Oh, Sir, the —_— turn'd upñde . 
We are almoſt diſtracted happieſt people ! = | 

Lucy. A 5 m Lady, Sir 3 m LI 

Sir Jen What, is ſhe ar 2 
« Bute Dead! Heav'n forbid O, the the ber wo 
man, the fweeteſt lady— -. 

Sir Jobn. This is aftoniſhing: -I muſe go-and-inquire 
— wonder. If dhe de wu, I tall herr i 
But. Tis wes of Sir, _ my honour. Loog ki 
Sir John and my Lady. Huzza } 

Rater Nell. + 20.75: WM. 

Nell, [ well remember the ,cunning-mat warned me 
to bear all out with enden, or worle he ſaid, ould 

W. 


— — 


Ty 
ww 
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follow. ——I am aſham'd, and know not what to do 
with all this ceremony. I am amaz'd, and out of my 
ſenſes. —I look'd in the glaſs, and ſaw a gay fine thing 
I knew not. Methought my face was not at all like 
that I have ſeen at home in a piece of looking-glaſs 
faſtened upon the cupboard. But great ladies, they 
ſay, have flattering glaſſes, that ſhow them far unlike 
themſelves, whilſt poor folks' glaſſes repreſent them e'en 
juſt as they are. | | 4 
AIR XII. Ven [ was a dame of honour. 
Fine ladies with an artful grace 
* Diſguiſe each native feature; 
« Whilſt flatt'ring glaſſes ſhow the face, 
As made by 2 not my 1 «15 
But we poor in home-ſpun grey, 
B ch nor waſhes , * 
8 Look reſh and ſweeter far than they, 
That ſtill are finely painted.“ 
Lucy. Oh, Madam, here's my maſter juſt return'd 


Enter Sir Join. © © mT 
Nell. O gemini! this fine gentleman my huſband ! 
Sir Jobn. My dear, I am overjoyed to fee my family 
thus tranſported with eeſtaſy which you occaſion'd.. + - 
Nell. Sir, I ſhall always be proud to do ay ms 
that may give you delight, or your family ſatisfac- 
nnn , 


— 


tion. | 
Sir Fobn. By heav'n, I am charm'd !—Dear: crea- 
ture, if thou continueſt thus, I had rather enjoy thee 
than the Indies. But can this be real ?—May 1 — 
my ſenſes ? | | IRENE 
Well. All that's good above can witneſs for me, I am 
in earneſt. en of 40604 |  ._ - [Kneoh. 
Sir John. Riſe, my deareſt.” Now am I happy in - 
deed.— Where are my friends, my ſervants? em 
all, and let them be witneſſes of my happineſs. . 
like a 


- Nell. O rare ſweet man! He ſmells all over 
noſegay.— Heav'n preſerve my wits. 


AIR 
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| AIR XIV. *Twas within a furlong, &c. 
O charming cunning man! thou haſt been wond'rous kind, 
And all thy golden words do now prove true I find: 
Ten thouſand tranſports wait 
To crown my happy ftate; 
Thus kiſs'd and preſs'd, 
And doubly bleſs'd 
In all this pomp and ns: 
New ſcenes of joy 
Which fill me with farpeiſe Z 
Muy rock, and reel, | 
And ſpinning wheel, 
And huſband I defpiſe. 
Thy obfon, now adieu, 
cobling ill purſue ; | 
For 3 I will not, cannot, no, nor muſt not buckle to. 


[ Exit. 
' Sens, Jobſon's * 


t Enter Lady. 

"Ra Was ever lady yet fo miſcrable ? [1 can't make 
one ſoul in the village acknowledge me. 822 
al of che donſpimcy: This wicked huſband of mine has 
laid. à deviliſh plot agaiuſt me: I muſt at prefent ſub- 
: TT . — have "es 1 fe: 

my ere Comes EW ve 

dl : but now I muſt yield. 

Enter Jobſon. dicks 
Job. Come on, Nell; art thou come to thyſelf yet? 
Lady. Yes, I thank you ; I wonder what I ail'd : this 

aan man has put powder in my drink, moſt cer- 

tai 

Fab. Powder} the brewer put ſtore of powder 

.0f Joh. in it, that's all. Powder, Ly ſhe ? ha, ha, ha! 

. I never-was ſo ill in all the days of my life. 

Fob. Was ſo ill! No, nor I hope ne er will be ſo again, 

to put me to the trouble of ſtrapping you ſo deviliſhly, 

Lady. I'll have that right-hand cut off for that, rogue. 
[Afide.] You was unmerciful to bruiſe me ſo, 

Fob. Well, P'm going to Sir John Loverule's ; all 
bis tenants are invited. There's to be rare feaſting and 
revelling, and open houſe kept for three months. 2 

ly. 
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Lady. Huſband, ſhan't I go with you? 

Job. What the devil ails thee now !—Did I not tell 
thee but yeſterday, I would ſtrap thee for defiring to 
go; and art thou at it again, with a pox? 

Lady. What does the villain mean by ſtrapping, and 
yeſterday ? [Aae 

Jeb. Why, I have been married but fix weeks, and 
you long to make me a cuckold already. Stay at home, 
and be hang'd : there's good cold pie in the cupboard ; 
but I'll truſt thee no more with ſtrong-beer, huſſey. 


* 4 Exit. 
Lady. Well, I'll not be long after you. wel ſhall' 
get ſome of my own family to know. me ; they can't be 


all in this wicked plot. 55 [Exits 
| SCENE, Sir John's. 
Sir John and Company enter. 


AIR XV. Duwette. 


Sir John. Was ever man poſſeſt of 
S8o ſweet, fo kind a wife! 
Nell. Dear Sir, you make me proud. 
r Be you but kind, 
And you ſhall find 
All the good I can boaſt of 
| Shall end but with my life. 
Sir John. - Give me thy lips: - © in { 
Firſt let me, dear Sir, wipe em: 
Sir John, Was ever ſo ſweet a wife! [Ning ber. 
Nell. - Thank you, dear Sir! 
I vow and proteſt ; 
I ne'er was fo kiſt: 
Sir John. Again, and again, my deareſt j 
O may it for lie 1 XZ 
What joy thus to enfold thee! 
Nell. What pleaſure to behold thee! 
| Inclin'd again to kiſs ? 
Sir John. How raviſhing the bliſs!" 
Nell. J little thought this morning 
- , Twouldever come to this Da cape. 


” Enter 
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Enter Lady. | 1 
' Lady. Here's a fine rout and na Ter ſirrah, 
Butler! you rogue! 
But. Why, how now ! n 
7 Unpudent varlet! Don't you know your 


y 
F Bat. Lady! Here, turn this mad woman out of 
oors. 
+ Lady. You raſcal—take that, firrah. 
[Flngs a glaſe at bim. 
Have a care, huſſey, there's a pump without; ; 
© we ſhall cool = courage for you.” 
A. You, ! have vou forgot me a you 
minx; 
Lucy: Forgot you, woman! Why, I never remem- 
ber'd you, I never ſaw you before in my life. 
Lady. Oh the wicked flut! I'll give you cauſe to 


remember me, I will, buffy. 

* her bead-cloaths ef 
Lucy. Murder, murder ! | | | 
oo ohn. How now! What 4 this ? 

2 5. You, Lettice, you ſlut ! won't you know me 
neither? * 5 [Strikes her. 
Let. Help, help ! 

Sir Fobn. What's to do there? | 

But. Why, Sir, here's a madwoman calls herſelf my 
lady, and is beating and cuffing us all round. 

Sir Fehn (to Lady. ) Thou my wife ! poor creature, 

I pity thee I never {aw thee before. 
Lady. Then it is in vain to expect e from thee, 

thou wicked contriver of all my miſery.” 
Nell. How am I amazed! Can that be I there in my 

cloaths, that have made all this diſturbance? And yet 

I am here, to my thinking, in theſe fine cloaths. How 

can this be? I am ſo Rad and affrighted, that I 

| begin to wiſh I was with Zekel Jobſon again, 

Lady. To whom ſhall I apply myſelf, or whither can 

I fiy 2 Heav'n, what do I ſee !—Is not that I yonder, 

in my gown and petticoat I wore yeſterday ? How can 

it be? I cannot be in two places at once? 

Sir Fobn. Poor wretch, ſhe's ſtark mad. 

_ What, in the devil's name, Oy 


. 
© 
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I came? Let me look. in the , Hearg's! L 

am aſtoniſh'd, I don't know Af this be L * 

the glaſs ſhows me, I never ſaw myſelf before. 
Sir Fobns Ap 9 


obſon. 
| Lady. There; that's the de vil in ae los who 
has robb'd me of my countenance. Is he bere tag? 
ob. Ay, b '3 and here's my trap, you quean. 
elh, 0 dear, I'm. afraid- my hubaad will Name. 
e A eit 
4 hopes your honours will pardon her; — | 
Alg w. a conjuror laſt night, and has been mad 
ever ſince, and calls herſelf my Lady Loverule. 
Sir John. Poor woman! take care of her z do not 
hurt her; he may be cured of this, | 

Job. Ves, an't pleale your woukdipe pon ſhall fe was 

cure her preſently. Halley, do you ſee; this? 

Nell. O, pray, Zekel, don't beat me, 

Sir John. What aye my love?! Does the u ths 
with madneſs too? 4 

Nell. I am not well—pray, lead me in. | 

[Exeunt Nell and maidi. 

Job. 1 beſcech. your worſhip don't take it * 
ſhe ſhall never trouble you more. 

Sir Jobz. Take ber home, and uſe her kindly, 

Lady. What will become of me ? 

| [Brant Joblon and Lady, 
OS Enter Footman. 

Foot. Sir, the doctor who call'd here laſt night, de». 
fires you will give him leaveto ſpeak a word or two with 
you upon very earneſt buſineſs. 

Sir Jai. What ae mean? Bring him in. 
Ded. Lol — forgiveneſs for 
| on my » 
A ie ins yas dw. 

Sir Jahn. What mean —. 

Dai. I have exercis'd — loi 
T know yon have too — honour to take away my 
life, ſince I might have ill eonceal'd it had I pleas'd. 

Sir Fobn. You have now brought me to a glimpſe of 
enen tos. great a bears I all, ay ber then 
turn'd into viſion only? 

Vor. II. H Dock 


c 
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Do@#. Sir, I beg you, fear not; if any comes 
* n hang me. . 

orm me what you have done. 

De . 1 have transſorm'd your lady's ſo, that 
ſhe foems the cobler's wife, and have charm'd her face 
into the likeneſs of my lady's; and laſt night, when 
ſtorm aroſe, ny yy > Are ir hy geen 
Sir eee den beg bases the + I am 
fallen m the height of all my hopes) and muſt Rin 
be cutſt with « tempeſtuous wife, a fury whom I never 
knew quiet ſince I had her. 

Doc. If that be all, I can continue the charm for both 
their lives. 

Sir Fobn. Let the event be what — I'll hang 
you if you do not end the charm this inſtant. 

Doct. I will this minute, Sir; and perhaps you'll find 
it the luckieſt of your life: I can aſſure you your Lady 
will prove the better for it. 

1 Hold; there's one material circumſtance 

Doc. Your pleaſure, Sir? 

Sir Fobn. Perhaps the cobler has——You underſtand | 
me. 

Dea. W et ee for ere ſhe was convey'd 
to his bed, the cobler was got up to work, and he has 
done nought but beat her ever fince ; and you are like 
to reap the fruits of his labour. He'Il be with you in 
a minute—Here he comes. 

Enter Jobſon. a XLE#?:5 

Sir John. So, Jobſon, where's your wife? 

Job. An't pleaſe your | worſhip, ſhe's here at the 
door: but indeed I thought T had loſt her juſt now; 
for as ſhe came into the hall, ſhe fell into f. a ſwoon, 
that I thought ſhe N never come out on't again; 
but a tweak or two by the nofe, and half a dozen ſtraps, 
cid the baſins at la Here, _ are Tou, . 


wife? 
| "Tater Lady 
But. O heaven and earth! Lab my lady t 5 
Lady! What docs he WT wr Ay to my 
: any 
Cool. 
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6 as rar I thought the other was too good for 
© our 

Lady (to Sir Sir, you are the perſon I have 
moſt We Jobs) 6 confeſs I have been the worſt 
of wives in every thing, but that I always kept myſelf 
chaſte. If you can vouchſafe once more to take me to 
your boſom, the remainder of my days _ joyfully be 
ſpent in duty, and obſervance of your will. 

Sir John, Riſe, Madam, I do E you; and if 
you are ſincere in what you ſay, make me hap- 
pier than all the 5 in the: * world without yo 
could do. 

Jul. What a pox! am I to Toſe my wife thus? 

Enter Lucy and Lettice. | 

Lucy. Oh, Sir, the ſtrangeſt accident has happened 
—it has amazed us !—My lady was in ſo great a ſwoon, 
we thought ſhe had been dead. 

Let. And when the came to herſelf, ſhe proved ano- 
ther woman. 

— Ha, ha, ha ! a bull, a bull. 
. She is ſo chan d. I knew her not ; I never 
ſaw "os face before. O lud, is this my WY", 

Let. We ſhall be maul'd again. 

Lucy. I thought our happineſs was too to laſt. 

Lady. Fear not, my ſervants ; it ſhall hereafter be 
my endeavour to make you happy 

Sir John. Perſevere in this . and we ſhall 
be bleſt indeed for life. X 
Enter Nell. 

Nell. My head turns-round, I muſt go home, O, 
Zekel! are you there? 

Job. O Jud ! is that fine lady my wife! - I'gad, I'm 
— to come near her. What can be the meaning of 

Sir Jobn. This is a ha change; and I'll have it 
2 with all the —4 I proclaimed for my late 
ſhort-liv'd viſion. 

Lady. To me tis the happieſt day J ever knew. 
6 Si „bn. Here, Jobſon, take thy fine wife. 
ut one word, Sir Did not your worſhip 
ea af. of me, under the roſe ? 
Sir Fohn. No, upon 1 honour, nor ever kiſt her 


lips 
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lips till I came from hunting; but fince ſhe has been 
— of bringing about this happ py change, IU give 
e hundred pounds home with buy a — 

W dn 2 e 

Job. I'ma noe of cob- 
lers! Come _r never ftrap 
thee more. 
Nell. Indeed, Zeke), I have been in ſuch a dream, 
that I'm quite wea of i it, (zo Jobſon. )—Forſooth, Ma- 

dam, will you vleate to take your cloaths, and let me 
have mine again. [Te Lady Loverule. 

Fob. Hold your tongue, you fool, they'll ſerve you 


3 . 
dy. No; thou ſhalt keep them, and I'll 
thine as relics. ' 


Fob. And can your rs 009. forgive my ſtrapping 


your honour ſo v 
Ludy. Moſt Freely. * The joy of this bleſſed change 
ſets all things right again, | 1 
Sir Fohn. Let us every thi that 19 paſt, and 1 
think of nothing now but joy and pl | 
AIR XVI. Hey, boys, up go we. 1 
Lady. Let ev ry face with ſmiles appear, | 


Be joy in ev'ry breaft ; 
Since from a life of pain and care, 
We now are truly bleſt. 
Sir Jobs. May no remembrance of paſt time 
Our prefent pleafures ſoil; 
Be ene 
4 | R 9— 150 f f all > to1 SPY 
0 ve me leave to 
_ | 11 may I may be ſo bold ; 
„ * but the devil and this | 22 
Could ever tame a ſcold. [{trap, 


X 2 0 ——— 
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Scene, Gayleſit Lodgingr. 
Enter Gavuess and. SHARP-. 


SHARP.. 
W, Sir, ſhall you be married to-morrow ?* Ek, 
50 afraid you joke with your poor humble ſer- 
vant. 
* I tell thee, Sharp,. laſt night · Meliſſa conſen 
and fixed to-morrow for the 3 44 
Sharp. Tis well ſhe did, Sir, or it might have been 
a dreadful one for us in our preſent condition: all your- 


money ſpent z. your mores ſold; . honour almoſt 


3, Tuined,, 
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ruined, and your humble ſervant almoſt ſtarved; we could 
not poſſibly have ſtood it two days longer—But if this 


young lady will you, and relieve us, o'my cony 
Ba 1 H tack friend tothe ſex, rail no more at ma- 


| —_— but curſe the whores, and think of a wife my- 


Sharp, when 1 think how I have im- 
poſed upon her, I am | reſolv'd to throw myſelf at 
her feet, tell her the real fituation of my affairs, aſk her 
pardon, and implore her pity. 9 
Sbarp. After marriage with all my heart, Sir; but 
don't let your conſcience and honour ſo far get the bet- 
ter of your poverty and good ſenſe, as to rely on fo 
great uncertainty as a fine lady's mercy and good- 
nature, | 
Gay. I know her rous temper, and am almoſt 

perſuaded to rely FS What, becauſe I am 

thall I abandon my 2 | 
Yes, you muſt, Sir, or abandon me. So, 
pray, diſcharge one of us; for eat I muſt, and ſ 

too: and you know very well, that that honour of your's 


will neither introduce you to a t man's table, nor 


get me credit for a ſingle beef - teak. 

Gay. What can I do? | 

Sharp. Nothing, white honour ſticks in your throat. 
Do, gulp, maſter, and down with it. 
Sharp. Leave you! No, not in bad company, 
I'll aſſure you. Why, you muſt certainly be a very 
great philoſopher, Sir, to moralize and declaim ſo char- 
mingly as you do, about honour and conſcience, when 
your doors are beſet with bailiſſe, and not one ſingle 
guinea in your pocket to bribe the villains. 

Gay. Don't be witty, and give your advice, firrah. 

Sharp. Do you be wiſe, and take it, Sir. But to he 
ſerious, you certainly have ſpent your fortune, and out- 
liv'd your eredit, as your pockets and my belly can te- 
flify. Your father has diſown'd you; all your friends: 
forſook you, except myſelf, who am. ſtarving with you. 
Now, Sir, if you marry this young lady, who as yet, 
thank heaven, knows nothing of your misfortunes, and 
by that means procure a. better fortune than * you 

uan- 
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ſquander'd away, make a good huſband, and turn “ 
nomiſt, you ſtill may be happy, may ftill be Sir Wil- 
liam's heir, and the lady too no lofer by the on. wat 
There's reaſon and a nt, Sir. 

Gay. Twas with that proſpect I firſt made: love to 
her ; and though my fortune has deen ill ſpent, I have 

at leaſt purchaſed difcretion withit. 

Sharp.” Pray then convince me of that, Sir, and make 
no more objections to the marriage. You fee I am re- 
duced to my waiſtcoat already; and when neceſſity has 
undreſsd me from ta toe, ſhe muſt with. you, 

n orced to keep houſe and die by 
pr? Sir, if you won't reſolve to take 

my —— you have one coat to your back, I 
muſt e' en take to my bea, while 1 have ftrengih torun. 
and ſomething to —— So, Sir, wiſhing you much 
comfort and conſolation with your bare confcience, I 
am a moſt obedient 1. half-ſtary'd mend and ſer- 


[Going: 

* Hold, Sharp, you won't leave me. 

; _ I muſt eat, ory dy ty honour : and appetite, 
mut? 

Gay. Well, then, Iam reſolv'd to favour the cheat i 
and as I ſhall quite change my former courſe of life, hap- 
py may be the confequences : at leaft of this I am ſure 
KR... # That you can't be worſe than vou aße cr mn al 

t. 

Gay. (a 8 uro: — Who⸗s there? 

your former good friends; who fac 
voured you with money at fifty per cent. and helped you 
to ſpend it, and are now become daily memento's to you 
of the folly of truſting rogues, following whores, and 
laughing at my advice. 
45. Ceaſe your impertinence ! to the door! If they 
are duns, tell em my marriage is now certainly fix d 
and perſuade em ſtill to forbear a few days longer, and 
keep my circumſtances a ſeeret, for their ſakes as well 
as my own. - 

Sharp. O never "TY Sir: they ſtill have ſo mock 
friendſhip for you, not to u ruin to their mn 
CN 

Eay. And do you hear, Sharp, if it ſhould be any 


* 


within, I tell you, des Kin, I Lo 
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body from Meliſſa, ſay I am not at home ; left the bad 
appearance we make here ſhould make 1 ſome 
to our diſad vantage. 
Sharp. I'll obey — but I am Aid 
will eaſily diſcover * ſumptive ſituation of our 
fairs by my chop - fallen countenance. [Exit Sha 
Gay. Theſe very raſcals who are now contin 7 
dunning and perſecuting me were the very perſons who 
_— — ook of my proſperity, and pro- 


feſs'd the 


ip 
Sharp. — Upon wy works. Mrs Kitty, my. 
at home. 


maſter's not 


. Kith a Lackey ines, 1 muſt and will 


Gay. Ha! what do I hear? Melilſa's maid ! What 
kas brought ber here? \My poverty has made her my 
enemy too She is. certainly come with no good in- 
tent—No friendſhip there without fees—She's coming 
vp ftairs.—What muſt I do :— I'll get into this cloſet 
and liſten, [Exit Gayleſs. 

Enter Sharp «nd Kitty. 
Kitty. T muſt know nant and will know tooy 
Mr Impertinence. 
[Afode. — He's not 


. Sharp. Not of me 
myſelf. 
Do you think I can conjure 
Kit. But I know you will lie abominably; therefore 


don't trifle with me. I come from my miſtreſs Meliſſa ; 


you know, re, what's e de done to-morrow 
morning? 

Sharp. Ay, and to-morrow: night too, girl: 

Kit. Kor Ian help df )—Bux come, where 


is your maſter ? for ſee him 


hep: Forge Men Kitty whes's youe — AY 

matah between my maſter and 
Kit. Why, I have no opinion n 
moſt of qur wants will be. relies d by it too: For in- 
ſtance now, your maſter will get get a good fortune; that's. 
what I'm afraid he wants: my miſtreſs will get a huſ- 
band; that's what ſhe. has wanted for ſome time : you 
e Herr Herr and I an op- 
Portunity 
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portunity of breaking your head for your imperti- 


nence. 
Sharp. Madam, I'm your moſt humble ſervant, But 


Pl tell what, Mrs Kitty, I 4 againſt 


the ; for was I a man of m er's fortune— 


Kit. You'd marry if you could, and mend it—Ha, 
* ha! Pray, Sharp, where does your maſter's eftate 


pie Oh the devil, —— 
[Afider 
Sharp. Lie! le! why it lies—faith, I can't name 
any particular place, it hes in fo many. His effects are 
divided, ſome here, ſome there; his ſteward hardly 
knows himſelf, 
Kit. Scatter'd, ſcatter'd, I ſuppoſe. But harkee, 


— what's become of your furniture ? You ſeem to. 
it 


tle bare here at preſent. - 
Gay. What, has ſhe found out that too? F Afrde. 
: Sharp. Why, you muſt know, as ſoon as the wed- 
ding was fixed, my maſter order'd me to remove his goods 


into a friend's hols, to make room for a ball which he 


deſigns to give here the day after the marriage, 

Kit. The luckieſt thing i in the world! for my miſtreſs 
deſigns to have a ball and entertainment here to-night 
before the marriage ; and that's my pom dara your 
maſter. 

| Sharp. The devil it is! i [Aſs 

Ait. She'll not have it public; ſhe deſigns to invite 
only eight or ten couple of friends. - 

Sharf. No more? 


Kit. No more: And ſhe order'd me to defire your 


maſter not to make a great entertainment. 

Sharp. Oh, never fear— | 

Kit. Ten or a dozen little nice things, with ſome 
fruit, I believe, will be enough in all — 

Sharp. Oh, curſe your conſcience! [ Hfrde. 
. = And what do you think 1 have done of my own 

ea 
Sharp. What ? 
Kit I have invited all my Lord Stately's ſervants: to 


come and fee you, and have a dance in the kitchen . | 


Won't your maſter be ſurpriz'd ! 
Sharp. 
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. Sharp. Much ſo indeed! 

Kit. Well, be quick and find out your MN ood 
make what haſte you can with your preparations : you 
have no time to loſe, —Prithee, Sharp, what the mat - 
ter with you? I have not ſeen you nee 
you ſeem to look a little thin. 

_ Sharp. Oh my unfortunate face ! Clem in 
pure good health, thank you, Mrs Kitty; and I'll af-. 
ſure you [ have a very good ſtomach, never better in all 
wy life; and I am as full of vigour, huſſey— 

[ Offers to hifa ber. 

Kit. What, with that face! Well, — bye, Going. ] 
— Oh, Sharp, what N fellows are thoſe were 
ſtanding about your door when I came in ?, They, wank, 
your maſter too, I ſuppoſe. 

Sharp, Hum !—Yes, they are waiting for him. 
They are ſome of his tenants out of the country, that 
want to pay him ſome money. 

Kit. Tenants! What, do you let his tenants ſtand 
in the ſtreet ? 

Sharp. They chaole i it: as they ſeldom come to town, 
they are willing to ſee as much of it as they can when 
they do: they are raw, ignorant, honeſt people. 

Kit. Well, I muſt run home: farewel—But do you 
hear, get ſomething ſubſtantial for us in the kitchen— 
a ham, a turkey, or what you will——We'll be very 
merry; and be ſure to remove the tables and chairs 
away there too, that we may have room to dance: I 

can't bear to be confin'd in my French dances ; tal, lal, 
lal, [dancing.]—Well, adieu! Without any compli- 
ment, I die if I don't ſee you ſoon. [Exit Kitty. 
Sharp. And without any compliment, I pray heav'n 


you may. 
Enter Gay leſs. 
[Thy look age ſome time neue at each Wave: 1. 
. Gay. O 
| Sharp. * — 448 | 

Gay. We are certainly undone ! 

Sharp That's no news to me! 

Gay. Eight or ten couple of dancers—ten or u dozen 
little nice diſhes, with ſome Paine Lord Stately's 
ſervants—ham and turkey 

* Shar 7. 
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Sharp. Say no mote ; the very ſound -creates an ap- 
petite: and I am ſure of late I have had no occaſion 
for whetters and proyocatives. 1 

Gay. Curs'd misfortune! What can we do? . 

Sharp. Hang ourſelves ; I ſee no other lo Og ex · 
cept you have a receipt to give a ball and a ſupper with- 
out meat or muſic. 

Gay. Meliſſa has certainly heard of my bad circum- 
anche,” and has invented this ſcheme to diftreſs mes and 
break off the match. 

. . 1 don't believe it, Sir y" begging your par- 
Gay. No; oh did her maze then · make ſo ſtri&t at 
inquiry into my ne and affairs? 

Sharp. For two very ſubſtantial reaſons : the firſt, to 
a curioſity natural to her as a woman; the ſe- 
cond, to have the pleaſure of my converſation, very na- 
tural to her as a woman of taſte and underſtanding. 

Gay. Prithee be more ſerious : Is not our all at ſtake? 

Sharp. Yes, Sir: and yet that all of ours is of fo 


little conſequence, that a man, with a very ſmall ſhare as 


of philoſophy, may part from it without much pain or 
uneaſineſs. However, Sir, P'll convince you in half an 
hour, that Mrs Meliffa knows nothing of your circum- 
ſtances; and I'll tell you what too, Sir, e ſhan*t be 
here to- night, on yet you ſhall marry hey to-morrow 
morning. | 

Gay. How, how: dear Sharp ! 
Shar 7 "Tis here, here, Sir! Warm, warm * de- 
lays will cool it: therefore Pl away to her, and do you 
be as merry as love and po erty! will — you. | 

Would you ſucceed, a Beate ful friend depute, - 
F obey near any _ and front can execute. 

am man; and u neither dif, m 
friendſhip or — *- 8 WI N 
| = „ matter Prithee be gone. | 

"Seu NE, Mell 72 Lodging. 
Enter Meliſſa and Kitty. | 
Mel: You ſurpriſe me, Kitty! The maſter not at 


home - the man in confuſion—no furniture in the houſe 
1 ——azd 
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Kit. But very eaſy to be explain'd. | 
Mel. Prithee explain it then, nor keep me longer in 


ſuſpence. 

? Kit, The aBair is this, Madam ; Mr Gaylels is over 
head and ears in debt; you are over head and ears in 
love z;-you?ll marry . nc the next day your 
Aue Fortune: gaes- in his and you I 
children are to ive comfortably upan the remainder, 

Mal. I cannot think him baſe, 

Ait. But I know they are all baſe.——You i are very 
doung and very ignorant of the ſex ; I am young too, 
ut have more experience: You never was in love be- 
forez I have been in love with an hundred, and try'd 

em all; Aren 
perjured, detuding, bewitching devil. 

Mel. The low wretches you have: bad to do with, 
+ rota the ane e r 


Kit. Is a man, Madam, 
. I hope ſo, Kitty, or I woull have — 
wit 
Kit. With all my heart I have given you my ſenti- 
ments upon the oocaſion, and ſhall leave you pen 
own inclinations. 
Mel. Oh, Madam, I am much obliged to you. bar 
00 r great cnndefrighon. ha, ha, ha! However, I 
ve ſo great a regard for your opinion, that bad I cer 
tain proofs of his villainy— 
Kit. Of his poverty you may have a hundred I am 
ſure I have had none to the cantrary, | 
Mel. Oh, there the ſhoe pinches. 4 1 . 
Kit. Nay, ſo far from — me the uſual perqui- 
ſites of my place, he has not ſo much as kept me in 
temper with little endeariog cixilities; and one might 
reaſonably expect, when a man is deficient in one way, 
that he ſhould make it up in another. 
[ Rrockin without, 
Mel. See who's at the door. F Exit Kitty. ]—I muſt 
d 1 — RR 5 n 2 
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gard of her. 

Enter Sharp and Kitty. 
so, Sharp, have you found your maſter? Wit 
things be ready for th ball and entertainment . 
your wiſhes, Madam. I have juſt now 
. wait now for . 
3 4 
Mel. My compliments — — 
——— — com be with him by fix ; we 
1 at cards before we dance. 


Kit, So ſhall I and my company, Mr Sharp. 


Sharp. Mighty well, Madam ! 
Mel. Prithee, Sharp, what makes you come without 
coat ? Tis too cool to go ſo airy, fare. 

Kit. Mr Sharp, Madam, is of a very hot conſtitu- 

Ce had bee neee 
it n ever 

to warm me ſince I came from home, Pm ſure; but-no 
matter for that. 

Mel. „ De g r 

Sharp. Pray don't me, Madam beſeech 
don't x let us change the ſubject. Tm 

Kit. Leſiſt upon knowing it, Madam Ay curio- 
fity muſt be ſatisfied, or I burſt. cv 

Mel. I do inſiſt upon knowing —— On pain 
diſpleaſure, tell me— 
. Sharp. If my maſter ſhould know—l muſt not tell 
you, Madam, indeed. 


* 1 promiſe you, upon my honoury be never 


Sharp. But can your Ladyſkip inſure ſeorecy from 
that quarter ? 


2 Yes, Mr Jackanapes, for any thing you can 


CA.. 


516 1 for her, 

A Why bes, in ſhort, Madam—1 cannot t tell 
you. 

Mel. Dort trifle with me. 

Sharp. Then fince you will have it, Madam, —T loſt 


my coat in defence of utation. 
Vol. II. mo T Mz. 


* 


— 
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Mel. In defence of my reputation! 

Sharp. I will aſſure you, Madam, I've ſuſer'd very 
much in defence of it ! which is more than I would have 
done for my Own. | EN 0 
Mel. Prithee explain. 

Sharp. In ſhort, Madam, you was ſeen about month 
ago to make a vilit to my maſter alone. 

. — 


e Ma, ws 1 came ou ut nw o 
preparation for you and your company 
Hi bp ab , te attorney's wiſe at next door, — 
fellow, {ſays ſhe, do you and your modeſt 
— know, that my huſband ſhall indict your houſe 
at the next pariſh- meeting, for a nuiſance ? 

Mel. A nviſance ! 

Sharp. I ſaid fo—A auſance ! I believe — 2. 
neighbourhood live with more decency — 
than I and my maſter—as is 3 the 
and regularity, cries the, with a ſneer—why, — 
does not my window. look into your maſter's bed - cham- 
2 and did not he bring in a certain lady ſuch a day ? 

"bin you, Madam. And did not I ſee 

4 See 1 ! O ſcandalous ! what? 

'- Sharp: Modeſty requires my filence. 

Mel. Did not you contradict her? 

Sharp. Contradict her! Why, I told her, I was 
fare the ly'd : for, zounds ! ſaid I, (for I could not help 
ſwearing), I am ſo well convinced of the lady's and my 
maſter's prudence, that I am ſure, had they a mind to 
amuſe themſelves, they would certainly have drawn the 
window-curtains. 

Mel. What, did you ſay nothing elſe? Did not you 
convince her of her error and impertinence? 

Sharp. She ſwore to ſuch things, that I could do no- 
thing but ſwear and call names: upon which, out bolts 

her huſband upon me, mn 


* 
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and fell upon me with ſuch violence, that, being half 
delirious, I made a full confeſſion. 

Mel. A full confeffion ! What did you confeſs ? 

Sharp. That my maſter lov'd fornication ;z that you 
had no averſion to it; that Mrs Kitty was a bawd, and 
your humble ſervant a p pimp. 

Kit. A 'bawd! a bawd! Do I look like a band; 
Madam ? 

Sharp. And ſo, Madam, in the ſcuffle, my cont; was 
torn to pieces as well as your 

Met. And ſo you join'd aro x rooen gy" WIR 

Sharp. For heaven's ſake, Madam, what could: I do? 
His proofs fell ſo thick upon me, as witneſs my head, 
[ 224 his head plaſter u,] that- I would have given 


1 than | 


hive my hevins dent tors ul F 

Mel. Very well !—but I be revenged—And. did 
not you tell your maſter of this ? 

Sharp. Tell him! No, Madam. Had I told him, 
his love is ſo violent for you; that he would 
have murdered half the attorneys in town by this time: 


Mel. Very well !—But I'm refolv'd not to go —_ 


maſter's to-night. 


Sharp. Heavens.and my impudence be praiſed! 
Kit. Why not, Madam? . 


your 
Sharp. Oh the devil! ruin'd again! FAfde. To 
be ſure, face em by all means, 4 — t 
but be abufive, and break the windows a little Be- 
fides, Madam, I have thought of a way to make this 


affair quite- di to ou I have a fine blunder- 
buſs,. charg'd with half a hundred lugs, and my Maſter 
has a delicate Swiſs broad ſword-; and between 
us, Madam, we all: ſo pepper and flice em, that o 


will die with laughing. 

Mel. What, at murder ? 

Kit. Don't fear, Madam, there will evawkes? 
Sharp's concern'd. 
Sharp. Murder, Madam! *Tis ſelf-defence. Beſides, 
in theſe ſort of ſkirmiſhes, there are never more than 
two or three kill'd; pitt * 

J 7 


/ 


100 THE LYING VALET. 


body of militia upon us, down but with a brace of them, 
and orgs 17 the reſt of the covey. 
erſuade me never ſo work, I won't go 3 that's 
my Tee 
een not to go to the ſupper, ſuppoſe the 
* to come to you: Tis great pity ſuch —_ 
parations as Mr Sharp has made ſhould be 
away. 

Sharp. So it is, as you ſay, Mrs Kitty. But I can 
immediately run back, and unbeſpeak what I have or- 
det'd; *tis ſoon done. 

Mel. But then what excuſe can I fend to your ma- 

ſter? he'll be very uneaſy at my not coming. 
Sharp. O terribly ſo !—but I have it—1'll tell him 
you are very much out of order—that you were ſud- 
denly taken with the vapoure or qualms, ere ere; 
pleaſe, Madam. 

Mel. VIl leave it to you, to make my apo- 
logy ; and there's NOT or you to help your 
invention. 

Sharp. Half-a-guinea ! Tis fo ſince I had any 
thing to do with money, that I — x know the cur- 
rent coin of my own country. Oh, Sharp, what ta- 
lents haſt thou! to ſecure thy maſter, deceive his mi- 
ſtreſs, outlie her chambermaid, and yet be paid for 
thy honeſty ! But my joy will diſcover me. [A ſde.— 
Madam, you have eternally fix'd Timothy Sharp your 
moſt obedient humble ſervant— Oh the delights of im- 
pudence and a good underſtanding ! [Exit Sharp. 

Kit. Ha, ha, ha! was there ever ſuch a lying var- 
let! with his lugs and his broad ſwords, his attorneys 
and broken heads, and nonſenſe! Well, Madam, are 
you ſatisfied now? Do you want more proofs ? 

Met. Of your modeſty I do: But I find you are re- 
ſolv d to give me none. 

Kit. Madam! 

Mel. I fee through your little mean artifice : you are 
endeavouring to leſſen Mr Gayleſs in my opinion, be- 
> wn cy not paid you for ſervices he had no occa- 


Kit. Pay me, Madam! 1 am ſure I have very little 
" occaſion 
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occaſion to be angry with Mr Gayleſs » for not paying 
me, when J believe tis his general practice. 

Met. Tis falſe : mem ry on To rol 
nour, and you are—— | | | 
Mel. You are a fool. 
| Xt. 1 have been in be, But T am much wil 


Mel. Hold your tongue, impertinence! 
Kit. That's the — thing he:lins fend was 
Aide; . 


Mel. Leave me. | 
Kit. Oh this love, this love, is the dexil f. 1 
Exit Kitty. 

Mel. We diſcover our weakneſſes to our ſervants, . 
make them our confidants, put em —_— an. equality 
with us, and ſo they become our adniſers-———Sharp's - 
behaviour, though. I ſeem'd to diſregard. it, makes mo 
tremble with apprehenſions ; and: though I have pre- 
| tended to be angry with Kitty for her advice, I think - 

it of too much. conſequence-to be negleRed... 9555 

_ Enter 2 

Kit. I'S! Madam 

Mel. 2 2 What do you want? 

Kit. There is a ſervant — come out of the country, 
ſays he belongs to Sir Wi 
1 you from bis maſter wen e I”, ny all 

8. 


Mel. Sir William: Gerleſo? What can this mean * 


Where is the man? 
Kit. In the little parlour, Made... 
Met... 11 ge to — heart flutters inngely. 
[Exit Meliſſa. 
Kit: Obie, r ſhe Il cer- 
tainly have this Gayleſs; nay; were ſhe as well convincꝰd 
of his poverty as I am, ſhe d have him.—A ſtrong doſe 
of love is worſe than one of rataſia ; when it once gets 
— our heads, it trips up our heels,. and: then good 
to diſcretion. Here is ſhe going to-throw.away - 
teen thouſand pounds; upon what? Faith, little bet- 
ter than nothing. —He's a man, and that's all—and, , 
Heay'n knows ! mere * but ſmall canſalation. * 
13. © 


iam Gayleſs, and has got a 
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Ne'er ſlight the ſubſtance for an empty ſhade : 
- Rich weighty ſparks alone ſhould pleaſe and charm ye; 
For ſhould ſpouſe cool, his gold will always warm ye. 


WY I Moo 


Enter Gayleſs and Sharp. 


Rithee be ſerious, Sharp. Haſt thou real! 
ſucceeded ? 4 


Z = - 
— - N — 0 
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. ion, Sir.— But in that parti- 
— mrs have recourſe to truth, — 
clare the real fituation of your affairs. I told her, we 
had fo long difuſed ourſelves to dreſſing either dinners or 
ſuppers, that I was afraid we ſhould be but aukward in. 
our preparations. In ſhort, Sir, —at that inſtant a cur-. 
ſed gnawing feized my ſtomach, that I could not help 
telling her, that both you and myſelf ſeldom. make a. 
a good meal, now-a-days, once in a quarter of a year. 
; | Gay. Hell and confuſion ! have you betray'd me, vil- 
lain ? Did you not tell me this moment, ſhe did not in 
the leaft fulpe& my circumſtances ? 
Sharp.. No ſhe did, Sir, till I told her. 
k Gay. Very wells and; was. this your fkill. and dexte- 
rity 
Sharp. I was going to tell you; but you won't hear 
E | — my — face and — — — 
an effect upon her generous bowels, that ly. 
| i forgives all that's paſt. - 
| Gay. Does ſhe, Sharp,” 2 a 
| | Sharp. Ves, and deſires never to fee your flce again 3: 
_ and, as a farther conſideration for ſo doing, ſhe bas ſent. 
Y you half-a-guinea. [Shows the money. 
| Sharp. To ſpend it, ſpend it, Sir; and regale. 
Gay. Villain, you have undone me! = 
args 
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| Sharp. What, by bringing you money; when you 
are not worth — ee world? Wal, 
well, then, to e you again, eep it my 
ſelf ; and wiſh ſomebody woul# 4 — 
load me with ſuch — re 

— Do ou laugh at me, raſcal 

. at? ha, ha, 
ha! 2 the future, Sir, diſpute the ſuccels of 
my negociations, when even you, who know me ſo well, 

_ help ſwallowing my hook. Why, Sir, I could 

layed with you backwards and forwards at the 
my line, till I had put your ſenſes into ſuch a 
fermentation, that you ſhould. not have known in. 
hour's time whether you was a fiſh or a man. 
Gay. Why, what is all this you have. been telling 
me ? 

Sharp. A downright lie from beginning to end. 

Gey: And have you really exonſed me to ber! « 
| Sharp. No, Sir; but I have got this half-guinea to 
make-her excuſes to you; and inſtead of a confederacy. 
between you and me to — ber, ſhe thinks the has. 
brought me over to put deectt upon you; 

655. Thou excellent fellow | _ 

Sharp. Don't loſe time, but flip out of the houſe im- 
mediately ; the back way, I believe, will be the ſafeſt 
for you, and to her as faſt as you can; pretend. vaſt ſur- 
priſe and concern that her indi has debarr'd you: 
the pleaſure of her company here ta- night: Lou need 
know no. more; 


away. 
Goy. But what ſhall we do, Sharp? Here's her mai 
in. 
Sharp. The devil ſhe is I wiſti I could. poiſon, 
Her: for I'm ſure, while ſhe lives, I can. never pros 


= Euter Kitty. 
Kitty. Your door was open; e 1 did not ſiand upon. 
oeremony. 
2 1 am ſorry to hear your miſtreſs i taken ſo ſud+- 
Yo 
Kit. Vapours, vapours only, Sir ; a few matrimonial 
omens, that's » ally, but 1-Gappaie: Mr: Ghaap has: mods: 


her 
| Gay.. 
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Gay. And tells me I can't have the pleaſure of her 
company to-night. I had made a ſmall preparation; 
r 

let them know tis put off. 

ns HS my miſtreſs was ſen- 
able you muſt have provided: for her and the reſt of the 
company ;: ſo ſhe is reſolved, ſhe can't, the other 
ladies and gentlemen- ſhall of your entertain- 
ment : ſhe's very good-natur'd. 


Going. 
4 (Happing him.) I have been with em Naar. 


old em my miſtreſs ĩnſiſts upon their coming, and 
— — yre rag ſo pray don't be 

der any apprehenſiona that your. preparations will be 
thrown away. 

Gay. But as I can't: have her company, Mrs Kitty, 
'twill be a- ter pleaſure to me,. and a greater com-- 
— ber, to defer our mirth ; beſides, I can't en- 
Joy any thing ev preleut, and ſhe not partake of it. 

Kit. Oh, no, ta be ſure; but what can I do? My 
mittrefs will have it- ſo ; and Mrs. Gad-about, and the 
e the company, will be here in a few minutes; 

are two or three coachfuls of em. 
'Sharp.. Then my: maſter: muſt be ruin'd, in ſpite of 


parts. dee 
| ey. { afide to Sharp.) 'Tis all over, Sharp. (4 
I know it; Sir 

Gay. I ſhall g diſtracted ; what ſhall I do?- 
- Sharp. Why, Yr, as our rooms are a little out of fur 
niture at preſent, take 'em into the captain's that lod- 
ges here, and ſet· em down to cards: if he ſhould come 
in the mean time, ll excuſe. you to him 

Ait. L have diſconcerted their affairs, I find ; I'll have 
Some ſport with *em.—Prayy. Mr Gayleſs, don't order - 
too many- things; they only make you a. friendly viſit ;. 
the more ceremony, you know, the leſs welcome. Pray, 
Sir, let me intreat you not to be profuſe. If I.can be. 
of ſervice, pray command me ; my miſtreſs has ſent me 
on purpoſe : while Mr Sharp is doin the buſineſs with- 
out doors, I may be employed within. If you'll lend 

* me. 


THE LYING VALET. tog 


the of ſide-board, ( Sharp), I'll diſpoſe 
; of your — — to the beſt — * 


Sharp. Thank you, Mrs Kitty z but it is diſpos'd of 


already. F Knocking at the door. 
Kit. Bleſs me, the company's come! Pl go to the 
door and conduct em inte your 
F.Exit —_— 


| Sharp, If you'd conduct em into a horſe- 
wait of *em there yourſelf, we ſhould be more Wen 
to you. 
Gay. I can never ſupport this. 
Sharp. Rouſe _ ſpirits, and put on an air of gaiety, 
and I don't deſpair of bringing you off yet. 0 
Gay. Your words have done it eſfectually. 
Enter Mrs Gad-about, ber daughter and niece,” Mr 
Guttle, Mr Trippet, and Mrs Trippet. | 
Gad. Ah, my dear Mr Gayleſs | # Kiſſes bim. 
Gay. My dear widow! F Kiffes ber. 
Gad. We are come to give you joy, Mr Gayleſs. 
Sharp. You never was more miſtaken in 8 
r 
Cad. 1 have brought ſome company here, I believe, is 
not well known to you; and I eſt I have been all 
about the town to get the little I have Priffy, my 
« dear—Mr Gayleſs, my daughter. 


Gay. And as how ome as her mother: you muſt | 


6 1 a huſband ſhortly, my dear. 

* Priſ. I'll aſſure you l Jon's deſpair, Sir. 

Gad. My niece too. 

4 Gay. I know by her oc belongs to you, wi- 
dow. 

Gad. Mr Guttle, Sir, Mr Gayleſs Mr Gayleſs, 
Juſtice Guttle. 
| Sharp. Oh deſtruction! one of the quorum. 

Gut. Hem! Thou - I had not the — 
perſonal knowledge of you, yet at the inſtigation of Mrs 
Gad- about, I have, without any previous acquaintance 
with you, throw'd aſide all ceremony, to let you know 
that | joy to hear the folemnization of your nuptials is 
ſo near at hand. 

Gay. Sir, though I cannot anſwer you with the ſame 

| Or 
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— howerer, Sir, I thank you with the fame 
erity 
Gad. Mr and Mrs Trippit, Sir; the lady 
in the world for your purpoſe, for we ce for four | 
and twenty hours t 

Trip. My dear C Carles I am very angry with you, 
faith; ſo near marriage, and not let me know, *twas 
barbarous : you thoug hone: I ſuppoſe, I ſhould rally you 
upon it; but dear Mrs Trippet here has long ago era- 
dicated all my antimatrimonial principles. 

Mr: Trip. I eradicate ! he, Mr Trippit, don't be ſa 
obſcene. . 

Kit. Pray, ladies, walk into the next room; Mr 
Sharp can't lay his cloth till yo u are ſet down to cards. 

Gad. One thing I had quite RRC Gayleſs: my 


nephew, whom you never ſaw, in town from 


France preſently ; ſo I left word to ſend him here im- 
mediately to make one. 
Gay. You do me honour, Madam, 
Sharp. Do the ladies chooſe cards or the ſupper firſt? 
. Gay. Supper ! what does the fellow mean ? 
Gut. Oh, the ſupper by all means; for I have eat 


nothing to ſignify ſince dinner. 
Sharp. Nor 1, ſince laſt Monday was a — 


. Gay. Pray, ladies, walk into the next room: — 
get things ready for ſupper, and call the muſic. 


Sharp. Well ſaid, Maſter. 
Gad. Without ceremony, ladies. [| Exeunt Ladies. 
Kit. Pll to my miſtreſs, and let her know every thing 
is my for her appearance. [Exit Kitty. 
Guttle and Sharp. 
| Gut. Pray, Mr what's your name, don't be long with 
ſupper : But harkee, what can I do in the mean time? 


Suppoſe you get me a pipe and ſome — wine, I's try 


to divert myſelf that way till ſupper's read 


Sharp. Or ſuppoſe, Sir, you was to take a nap till 
then, there's a very eaſy couch in that eloſet. 
Gut. The beſt thing in the world; I'll take your ad- 
vice : but be fure to wake me when lupper's is ready. 
Exit Guttle. 
. Sharp. Pray Heav'n you * not wake till chen 
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What a fine ſituation my maſter is in at ! -T have * 
miſed him my aſſiſtance; but his affairs are in fo de- 
{perate a way, that I am afraid tis out of my ſkill to 
recover em. Well, fools have fortune, fays an old pro- 
verb, and a very true one it is; n : 
two of the moſt unfortunate mortals in the creation. 
Enter Gayleſs, 

Gay. Well, Sharp, I have ſet em — to cards 
and now what have you to propoſe? 

Sharp. I have one ſcheme left, which in all robabi- 
lity may ſucceed. The good citizen, ed with 
his laſt meal, is taking a nap in that cloſet, in order to 
get him an appetite for your's. Suppoſe, . we ſhould 
make him treat us. 

Gay. I don't underſtand you. 

Sharp. P'll pick his pocket, — Proride us a ſupper 
with the boot 

Gay. — for without conſidering the villainy 
of i it, the danger of waking him makes it impracticable! 

Sharp. If he wakes, I'II Lacher him, and lay his death 
ho indigeſtion—a very common death among the j * 
ſtices. 

Gay. Prithee be ſerious; we have 50 time to loſe: 
can you invent nothing to drive em out of the houſe-? 

Sharp. I Can fire it. 

Cay. Shame and confuſion — perplex me, I cannot 
give myſelf a moment's 

Sharp. I have it;; did not Mrs enn hp her 
nephew would be here? 

Gay. She did. 

. Sharp. Say no more, but in to company - if 1 I 

don't ſend 'em out of the houſe ou the night, PU at 

leaſt fri _— their ſtomachs away ; and if this ftrata- 

— als PI relinquiſh politics, NY GE 
ding no better than my neighbours. 

Gay. How ſhall I reward thee, ' Sharp? 

Sharp. By your ſilence and obedience; away to 
— 4 Sir. TExit Gayleſs. J—Now, dear Madam wel 
tune, for once nr" e and behold a poor un- 
fortunate nas addreſſing you: now is your time 
to convince your foes, you are not that blind whimſical 
whore they take you 25 but let em ſee, by your aſ- 
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fiſting me, that men of ſenſe; as well as fools, are ſome- 
times intitled to your favour and —— n. —80 
much for prayer; now for a t noiſe and a lie. {Goes 
afide, and cries ant] Help, help, maſter ! gentle- 
— ladies! Murder, fire, brimſtone — Help, help, 
! | 
Enter Mr Gayleſs and the Ladies, — a" in their 
Tant, and Sharp enters running meets em. 
Gay. What's the matter? 5 
Sbarp. Matter, Sir! if you don't run this miaute 
with that gentleman, this lady's nephew will be mur- 
der'd:: I am ſure twas he ; he was ſet upon at the corner 
of the ftreet by four; he has kill'd two; and if you 
_ make haſte, he'll be either murdered or to 
on. * 
Gad. For heaven's fake, gentlemen, run to his aſ- 
ſiſtance. How I tremble for Meliſſa ! This frolic of 
her's may be fatal. [Afide, 
Gay. Draw, Sir, and follow me. I 
bite ache {Exit Gay. and Gad. 
- Trip. Not I; I don't care to run myſelf into needleſs 
quarrels; I have ſuffered too much formerly by flying 
into paſſions : beſides, 1 have pawn'd my honour to Mrs 
Trippet, never to draw my {word again; and in her pre- 
| — condition, to break my word might have fatal con · 
Sharp. Pray, Sir, don't excuſe yourſelf; the young 
gentleman may be murder d by this time 
Trip. Then my aſſiſtance will be of no ſervice to him: 
1 go to oblige you, and look on at a di- 


oe. ä 
Mrs Trip. I ſhall certainly faint, Mr Trippet, if you 


Enter Guttle, diſorder*d as 
Gut, What noiſe and — e 
Sharp. Sir, there's a man murder'd in the ſtreet. 
Gut. Ts that all?——Zounds, I was afraid you had 
throw'd the ſupper down—A ue of your noiſe—1 
ſhan't recover my ſtomach this hour. 
Enter Gayleſs and Gad-about, with Meliſſa in bey 
'-  cloathi, drefſed in the French manner. 


TS 
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Gad. Well, but my dear Jemmy, you are not hurt, 


ſure ? 

Mel. A little with riding poſt only. 

Gad. Mt Sharp alarm'd us all with an account of your 
being ſet upon by four men; that you had kill'd two, 
and was attacking the other when he came away; and 


— 


when we met you at the door, we were running to your 


reſcue. - 


0 


ie Ball rencowiter Wü half n denen Wil- 


lains; but finding me reſolute, they were wiſe enough 
to take to their heels: I believe I ſcratch'd ſome of em. 
: | [Laying her hand to her d. 
Sharp. His vanity has ſav'd my credit. I have a 
thought come into my head may prove to our advantage, 
provided Monſieur's ignorance bears any proportion to 


his impudence. [ Afide. 


Gad. Now my fright's over, let me introduce you, 
my dear, to Mr Gayleſs. Sir, this is my nephew. 
on {/aluting her.) Sir, I ſhall be proud of your 


endſhip. | | 
Mel. I don't doubt but we ſhall be better acquainted 


in a little time. 
Gut. Pray, Sir, what news in France? 
Mel. Faith, Sir, very little that I know of in the 
political way: I had no time to ſpend among the poli- 
ticians. I wag— 3 | 
Gay. Among the ladies, I ſuppoſe. | 
Mel. Too much indeed. Faith, I have not philoſo- 
phy enough to reſiſt their ſolicitations ; you take me. 
| | rd 5 Gayleſs ade. 
Gay. Yes, to be a moſt incorrigible fop : 'sdeath, this 
puppy's impertinence is an addition to my miſery, 
A . [ Afede to Sharp. 
Mel. Poor Gayleſs ! to what ſhifts is he reduced? I 
cannot bear to ſee him much longer in this condition ; I 
ſhall diſcover myſelf. [ A/ide to Gad-about. 
Gad. Not before the end of the play: beſides, the 
more his pain now, the greater his pleaſure when relie- 
ved from it. 
Trip. Shall we return to our cards? I have a fans 
prenare here, and muſt inſiſt you play it out. 
Ladies. With all my heart. | 
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Mel, Alons donc. LA. the com pan out, Sharp 
pulls Meliſſa by the fleeve . Se | 


Sharp. Sir, Sir! Shall I beg leave to ſpeak with vou? 


Pray, did you find a bank - note in your way hither ? 
Mel. What, between here and Dover do you mean? 
: L No, Sir, within twenty or thirty n of this 
ouſe 
Mel. Vou are drunk, fellow. | 
Sharp. I am undone, Sir, but not drunk, Pl aſſure 


you. 
Mel. What is all this? 
Sharp. I'll tell you, Sir: A little while ago, my ma- 


ſter ſent me out to change a note of twenty pounds; 


but I unfortunately hearing a noiſe in the ſtreet of, 
Damn-me, Sir, and claſhing of ſwords, and Raſcal, and 


Murder; I runs up to the place, and ſaw four men up- 


on one; and having heard you was a mettleſome young 
gentleman, I immediately concluded it muſt be you; 
| ran back to call my maſter ; and when I went to look 

for the note to change it, I found it gone, either * 
or loſt; and if I don't get the immediately, I 
ſhall certainly be turned out of my place, and loſe my 
character 
Mel. 1 ſhall laugh in his face. [Afide.]J—Oh, I'II 
ſpeak to your maſter about it, and he will forgive you at 
my interceſſion. 

Shas p. Ah, Sir, you don't know my maſter. 

Mel. I'm very little acquainted with him; but Thave 
heard he's a very -natured man. 
. Sharp. I have heard ſo too; but I have felt it other- 
wiſe : he has ſo much -nature, that if I could com- 
pound for one broken-head a day, I ſhould think my- 
ſelf very well off. | 

Mel. Are you ſerious, friend ? | 

Sharp. Look ye, Sir, I take you for a man of ho- 
nour ; there is ſomething in your face that is generous, 
open, and maſculine ; you don't look like a foppiſh, 
effeminate tell-tale ; ſo I'll venture to truſt you——See 
here, Sir, [ ſhows tis dead], theſe are the effeQs of my 


maſter's 2 3 4 fo 
Mel. Matchleſs impudence ! [ A/ide. you 
hve with him then after ſuch uſage ? = 


Sharp. 
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Sharp. He's worth a great deal of money; and when 


he's drunk, which is commonly once op he's very 


free, and will give me any thi An pov ga to leave 
him when he's married, for all t X 
Mel. Jo he going to he minrjedichoa? (61 4 ag 
Sharp. To-morrow, Sir; and between you and I, he'll 


meet with his match, both for humour and ſomething 


elſe too. | 
Mel. What, ſhe drinks t 
Sharp. Damnably, Sir ; 
this entertainment was d for madam to- night; 
but ſhe got ſo very gay after dianer, that ſhe could not 
walk out of her own houſe: fo maid, who was half 
ne too, came here with an excuſe, that Mrs Meliſſa 
Fad d got the vapours; and fo the had indeed violently, 
here, here, Sir. | ' [ Pointing to his bead. 


Mel. This is ſcarcely to be borne. [ Aide. ] —Meliſſa! 


I have heard of her; they ſay ſhe's very whimſical. 


Sharp. A very woman, an't pleaſe your honour ; and, 


between you and I, none of the mildeſt and wifeſt of 

her ſex—But to return, Sir, to the twenty pounds. 
Mel. I am ſurpriſed, you who have got ſo much mo- 

ney in his ſervice, ſhould be at a loſs for twenty pounds 


to ſave your bones at this juncture. 

Sharp. I have put all my out at intereſt ; I 
never keep above five by me; and if your ho- 
nour would lend me FAIRE ak. my note 
for it. N r. | 

Mel. 2 — A 7 | 

Sharp can give noe 

Mel. Dost i ! C **. 


Sharp. Ten pounds wi — e telle, 
Mel. Alkz vous en. 


Sharp. Nee, rn. daun. | 
2 puis pa. | * | 


K 2 dee! 


and what — — for his — | 


—_— 


* * 
„ ww ere IT oa ro. 
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vice! There never, ſure, was a more faithful ſervant 
to his maſter, or a greater rogue to the reſt of mankind. 
But here he comes again: the plot thickens; I'll in 

and obſerve Gayleſs, | [Exit Meliſſa. 


Enter Sharp 12 ſeveral * with diſhes in their 
cook drunk. 


Sharp. Fortune, — thee ; the moſt lucky acci- 
dent! [A/ide. ]—This way, gentlemen ; this way. 

Cook. I am afraid I bave miſtook the houſe. Is this 
Mr Treatwell's ? 

Sharp. The ſame, the ſame: What, don't you * 


me? 


Cook. Know te you ſure there was a ſy 
beſpoke here? pper 

Sharp. Yes, upon my honour, Mr Cook ; he com- 
pany is in the next room, and muſt have gone without, 
had not you brought it. I'll draw a table. 1 ſee you 
have brought a cloth with you; but you need not have 


done that, for we have a very good ſock of linen—at 


the pawnbroker's. | [Ade — 
Exit, and returns immediately, drawing i in a table. 
Come, come, my boys, be quick; the compan A it 
to be very uneaſy; but 1 knew my old friend Lick 
here would not 1 us. 
Cook. Lick-ſpit ! I am no friend of you's ; fo I a. 
fire leſs familiarity : Lick · ſpit too 141 124 
| : Enter Gaylels, and. ſtares... 
Gap What is all this ? 
Sharp. Sir, if the fight" of the is offenſive, I 
can have it removed. Ade to Gayleſs. 
. Gay. Prithee explain thyſelf, Sharp, 
Shar, 2 Some of our neighbours, I ſuppoſe, have be- 
ſupper ; but the cook has drank away his me- 


= forgot the houſe, and brought it here: however, 


Sir, if you diſlike it, I'll tell him of his miſtake, and 
— 8 5 
Gay , z.Nn me, agai my 
inclination, to wor the cheat, eliges feaſt at me | 
Yorr's CAKES TO 
Cool. Hark you, friend, i is that your maſter? 
Sharp. Ay; and the beſt maſter in the world. 
OO PU peak to him ben, W 
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to your commands, dreſs'd _—_— a ſupper ag my art 
and your price would admit | 
Sharp. Good again, Sir; *tis paid for. | 

[Afide to Gayleſs. 

Gay. I don't in the leaſt queſtion your abilities, Mc 

Cook; and I'm oblig'd to you — 


Cook. Sir, you are 7 
look but over = bill, . it, Lal, out 1 
you will over and above return the obligation. 

Sharp. Oh the devil! 

Gay. [looking on a bill. Very well, PI ſend my man 
to pay you to-morrow. 

Coo. I'll ſpare him that trouble, and eke it with 
me, Sir —I never work but for ready money. 
Gay. Hah! 

Sharp. Then you won't have our W 
My maſter is buſy now, friend: Do you think he won't 


? 
"Cook. No matter what 1 think; cither my meat ot 


my mon 

Sharp. "Twill be very iN-convenient for him to pay 
you to-night. 

Cook. I'm afraid it will be il-eonvenient to par 
me to morrow ; ſo, d'ye hear— 

Enter Meliſſa. 
Gay. Prithee be advis d: *sdeath, I ſhall be diſcover d- 
| [Takes the Cook Co 
Mel. (t2 Sharp) What's the matter? 


Sbarp. The took has not quite anſwer'd my ere | 


expectations about the ſupper, Sir, and he's a little © angry 
at him; that's all. 

Mel. Come; come, Mr Gayleſs, don't be add) = 
bachelor cannot be ſuppoſed to have things in the atinoſ 
regularity 3 we don't expect it. 

Cook. But I do expect it, and will have it. 

Mel. What does that drunken fool ſay? | 

Cook. That I will have my money, and T won't ſtay 
till to morrow—and, and 
Sharp (runs and ſtops his mouth. Hold, hold! what 
are you doing ?- Are you mad? 

Mel. What do you ſtop the man's breath for? | 

Sharp." Sir, he was going to call you names. Don't 

3 bs 


| 


member what I told you —about it 1 
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be abuſive, Cook; the gentleman is a man of honour, 


2 50 you: pray be aum 17 are in 
* — wh: 8 
22 0 will have my— 4 b 

harp (hold, Why, I tell you miſ- 

Ke the veer 2p } Why . friend ge, maſter's, and 

has not ſaid a word to ory wb good Sir, go into 

the next room; the fellow's drunk, and takes you for 

another.—You'll repeat this when you are ſober, friend, 

—— Sir, don't ſtay to hear his impertinence. 

; Gay. Pray, Sir, walk in—He's below your anger. 

22 Daman the raſcal ! what does he mean by af- 
fronting me Let the ſcoundrel go, I' lic his 
brutality, I warrant you. Here's 8 beſt * ormer of 
manners in the univerſe. [ Draws his word. Let him 
go, I fay.. 

Sharp. 80, ſo, you have done finely now Get away 
as faſt as you can; he's the moſt courageous mettleſome 
man in all England Mhy, if his paſſion was up, he 
could eat you—Make your eſcape, you fool. 

Cook. I won't—Eat me ! he'll find me damn'd hard 


of digeſtion though— 


. Sharp. Prithee come here; let me ſpeak with you. 
I They walk afide. 
Enter Kitty. | 


Kit. Gad's me, is ſupper on the table already Sir, b 
pray defer it for a few moments ; my miſtreſs 18 much 
better, and will be here i 

Gay. Will ſhe, | indeed? Bleſs me—1 did not ex- 


pect— but howerer—Sharp! | | 
Kit. What fucceſs, Madam ? 22 to Meliſſa. 


Mel. As we could with, girl but he 1s in ſuch pain 
and perplexity, I can't hold it aut much longer. f 
þ Kit. Ay, that holding out is the ruin of balf our 
ex. 

Sharp. I bave pacify'd the cook ; and if you can but 
* twenty pieces of that you prig, all may go 
well yet: you may ſucceed, could not. Re- 
raght, Sir _ 

Gay. Sir, Sir, [to Meliſſa], I beg to a word 
with you: My ſervant, Sir, tells me he had the 
CO A ew em pony ents 
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ing ſhut 3 and having very little caſh by me, I ſhould 
be much obliged to you if you would favour me with 
twenty pieces till to-morrow. 
purſe}; ; and as I have a ſmall favour to beg er . 
the obligation will be mutual. 

Gay. How may I oblige you, Sir ? 
Gay. To-morrow, Sir. 
Ml Then you'll oblige me, Sir, by tree ſceing — | 
* . 
3 5. Do you call this a ſmall favour, Sir? 
for divorces, committing adultery, and ſuch like, are 
all reckon'd trifles now-a-days; and ſmart young fel- 
lows, like you and myfelf, Gayleſs, ſhould be never out 
57 But pray, Sir, bow are you concerned in this 
affair 
Mel. Oh, Sir, you muſt know I have a very great | 
bye, I have a moſt deſpicable opinion of you ; for, entre: 
nout, I take you, Charles, ber ee 
Gay. Sir! 
ars Damme, Sir, I ſhall be through _ n elſe 
in the ſnapping of a finger. | 
Say. Ill be as quick as you, dnia! | 
Kit. Hold, hold, murder ! e 
the yo entleman, I mean. 
Gay. her miſtreſs! _ |, C-, hi fer 
—all's over now. 
Enter all the Company laughi 
Gad. What, Mr Gayleſs, engaging wi Meute be. 
Kit. Your humble ſervant, 

Sharp.] This is, gentlemen and ladies, the moſt 

brated and ingenious Timothy Sharp, — 


which I ſent him to receive and the banker's ſhops be⸗ 
Mel. Oh, Sir, with all my heart, [tak 
Mel. You are to be marry'd, I hear, to Melifla 
* iere trifle, Sir—Breaking of contrafts, ſuing 
of faſhion. 
regard for Meliſſa, and indeed ſhe for me: and by the 
Mel. Nay, don't look fierce, Sir, and give. yourſelf 
[Draws and makes at Meliſſa. 
Sharp. How! Mcliffa !—nay, then, een | 
fore your time ? Ha, ha, ha! 
good Mr Politician to 
RE quire to the moſt anne f 4 
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nate adventurer Charles Gayleſs, knight of the Woful 

Countenance : Ha, ha, ha !-— Oh that diſmal face, and 
more diſmal head of yours. 

[Strikes Sharp upon the head. 

Sharp. I rrierturamedanedaderbans 


— Now, Mr Gayleſs What, not a words You 
are ſenfible I can be no ftranger to your misfortunes ; 
and I might reaſonably expect an excuſe for your ill 
treatment of me. 

Gay. No, Madam, filence is my only refuge ; for to 
endeavour to vindicate my crimes, would ſhow a greater 
want of virtue than even the commiſſion of them. 
Mel. Oh, Gayleſs! *twas poor to impoſe upon a wo- 
man, and one that lov'd you too 
Cay. Oh moſt unpardonable z but my neceſſities— 

Sharp. And mine, Madam, were not to be match'd, 
Pm ſure, o' this ſide ſtarving. 

Mel. His tears have ſo ened me at onee=—— Your 
neceſſities, Mr Gayleſs, with ſuch real contrition, are 
ioo powerful motives not to affect the brealt already pre- 
judic'd in your favourVou have ſuffer'd too — al- 
ready for your extravagance; and as I take part in your 
' ſufferings, tis eaſing myſelf to relieve you: Know, 
therefore, all that's alt I freely forgive. 
berg, You cannot mean it, ? Lam loſt in won- 

! 

. Mel. Prepare yourſelf for more wonder—You have 
another friend in maſquerade here. Mr Cook, pray 
throw aſide your drunkenneſs, and make your ſober ap- 
pearance Don't you know that face, Sir? 

Cook. Ay, Maiter, what, have you forgot your friend 
Dick, as you'us'd to call me? 

. More wonder indeed! Don't you live aith my 
er 

Mel. Juſt after your hopeful ſervant chere had left me, 
comes man from Sir William with a letter to we 
* upon which (being by that wholly convinced of 
neceſſitous condition) I invented, by the help of key 
and Mrs Gad-abont, this little plot, in which your 
friend Dick there has ated miracles, reſolving to teaze 


« Eads oy — 
« happy 
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happy turn in your affairs.“ Now, Sir, read . that 


letter,“ and complete your joy. | . 
Gay. Creadi.] Madam, I am father to the unfortu- 

« nate young man, who, I hear by a friend of mine, 
that by my deſire has been a continual ſpy upon him), 
« is making his addreſſes to you: if he is fo happy- as 
« to make himſelf agreeable to you, (whoſe character I 
« am charm'd with), I ſhall own him with joy for my 
“ ſon, and forget his former follies. 
T « I am, Madam, 


% 


« Your moſt humble ſervant, _. 
« WilLLian Gavuiess.” 

« P. $. I will be ſpon in town myſelf, to congratu- 
« late his reformation and marriage. 2 
Oh, Meliſſa, this is too much: Thus let me ſhew my 
thanks and gratitude, [neeling, ſhe raiſes bim]; for 
here tis only due. | | 

Sharp. A. repneve'! a reprieve ! à reprieve! | 

Kit. I have been, Sir, a moſt bitter enemy to you; 
but fince you are likely to be a little more converſant 
with caſh- than you have been, I am now, with the 

teſt ſincerity, your, moſt obedient friend and humble 
ervant. And I hope, Sir, all former enmity will be 
forgotten. _ -, | W x YT 0p 

Gay. Oh, Mrs Pry, I have been too much indulged 
wh yoo" 1 myſelf, not to forgive leſſer offences in 
other e. 

Shatd. Well, then, Madam, ſince my maſter has 
vouchſaf d pardon to your handmaid Kitty, I hope 
you'll not deny it to his footman Timothy. 

Mel. Pardon ! for what? 1 

Sharp. Only for telling you about ten thouſand lies, 
Madam; and, among the reſt, inſinuating that your 
Ladyſhip would | | 
* Mel. I underſtand you; and can forgive any thing, 
Sharp, that was deſign'd for the ſervice of your maſter ; 
and if Pry and you will follow our example, Pll give 
her a ſmall fortune as a reward for both your fidelities. 

Sharp. I fancy, Madam, twould be better to halve 
the ſmall fortune between us, and keep us both fingle; 
for as we ſhall live in the ſame houſe, in all probability 
we may taſte the comforts of matrimony, and not be 
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troubled with its inconveniences. ——What ſay you, 


Kitty ? 


* 


Kit. Do you hear, Sharp: before you talk of the 
comforts of matrimony, taſte the comforts of a good 
dinner, and recover your fleſh a little; do, puppy. 

Sharp. The devil backs her, that's certain; and I 


am no match for her at any weapon 
Mel. And now, Mr Gayleſs, to 


ſhow I have not 


wided for you by halves, let the muſic prepare — 
the approbation of the company, we'll have 


and, with 
u dance. 


All. By all means a dance. 


Gut. By all means a dance—aft 


Sharp. Oh, » Sirj have ſupper 
I dan t live till the dance is finiſh'd. | 
Gay. Behold, Meliſſa, as fincere a convert as ever 
truth and beauty made. The wild impetuous fallies of 
are now blown over, and a moſt pleaſing calm 


my youth 


happineſs l. 


or I'm ſure 


Thus Etnz's flames the verdant earth conſume, 
But milder heat makes drooping nature bloom : 


So virtuous love affords us ſpringing joy, © * 


een 


— "_ n . 
- 


| Spoken by Mr GARRICK. 


AT I'm a lying rogue, you all agree; 
1 And yet look —_ the — and you will 


How many more, my betters, lie as faſt as me. 


Againſt this 
ASI yer; 8 


vice we all are ever railing,” , 
tempting is it, fo prevailing, 


| You'll find but few without this ufeful failing. 
Lady or Abigail, my Lord or Wil, 


The lie goes round, and the ball's never ſtill, _- 
My lies were harmleſs, told to ſhow my parts; 
And not like thoſe, when tongues belie their hearts. 


Ia all profeſſions : 


And in the- 


is good, my friend, don't ſtarve the cauſe.” - 


will find this flaw; 
veſt too, in Phylic and in Law. 
rjeant cries, with formal pauſe, 


. 
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But when my Lord decrees for t'other ſide, 
Your coſts of ſuit convince you—that he ly'd. 
A Doctor comes with formal wig and face, 
Firſt feels your pulſe, then thinks, and knows your caſe : 
« Your feyer's flight,” not dang'rons, I aſſure ou 
« Keep warm, and repefatur hauſtus, Sir, will cure you.” 
Around the bed, next day, his friends are crying : 
The patient dies, the Doctor's paid for lying. 
The Poet, willing to ſecure the. Pit, 
Gives out, his play has humour, taſte, and wit: . 
The cauſe comes on; and, while the judges try, Y 
Each groan and catcall gives the bard the lie. 
Now let us aſk, pray, what the Ladies do: 
They too will fib a little, entre nous. 
«© Lord,” ſays the Prude, (her face hehind her fan), 
*© How can our ſex have any joy in man; 
As for my part, the beſt could-ne'er deceive me; 
And were the race extinct, twould never grieve me: | 
« Their ſight is odious ; but theirconch—O Gad! 0 
„The thought of that's enough to drive one mad. 
Thus rails at man the ſqueamiſh Lady Dainty; 
Yet weds, at f6fty-five, a rake of 7 
In ſhort, a Beau's intrigues, a Lover's ſighs, 
The Courtier's promiſe, the rich Widow's cries, 
And Patriot's zeal, are ſeldom more than lies. 
Sometimes you'll ſee a man belie his nation, 
Nor to his country ſhow the leaſt relation. 
For inſtance now 


A cleanly Dutchman, or a Frenchman grave, | ? 


A ſober German, or a Spaniard brave, 

An Engliſkman a coward or a ſlave. 

Mine, though a fibbing, was an honeſt art ; 

I ſerv'd my maſter, play'd a faithful part: 
Rank me not therefore —_ the lying crew; 

For though my tongue was ' ty heart was true, 
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Sc xne, A Hall in Goodwill's Houſe in the Country. 


| GoopwilL folus. | 

WI it is to me ſurpriſing, that out of the mul · 
titudes who feel a pleaſure in getting an eſtate, 

few or none ſhould taſte a ſatisfaction in beſtowing it. 
Doubtleſs a good man muſt have vaſt delight in reward- 

ing merit ; nor will I believe it ſo difficult to be found. 
I am at preſent, I thank Heaven and my own induſtry, 
worth a L. 10,000, and an onl hter ; both 
which I have determined to give to the moſt worthy of 
poor relations. The tranſport I feel from the hope 
making ſome honeſt man happy, makes me amends 
for the many weary days and ſleepleſs nights my riches 
have coſt me. I have ſent to ſummon em. The girl I 
have bred up under my own eye ; ſhe has ſeen 3 
knows nothing, and has conſequently no will but mine. 
I have no reaſon to doubt her conſent to whatever choice 
I ſhall make. How happily muſt my old age flide 
6. + away, 
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away, between the affection of an innocent and dutiful 
child, and the grateful return I may expect from a ſo- 
much obliged ſoo-in-law ! . I — 7 
man on earth. Here ſne comes. 

Enter Lucy. 

4 Did ſend for me, 

Good. Yes 2 hither, . 1 L have ſent for you, 
to mention an affair to you, which you, I believe, have 
not yet thought of. 

Lucy. I hope it is not to ſend me to a hoarding- 
ſchool, papa. 

Good. I hope my indulgence to you has been ſuch, 
that you have reaſon to regard me as the belt of fathers. 
I am ſure I have never deny'd you any thin but for 
your own good ; Indeed I have conſulted nothing elſe. 

t is that for which I have been tolling theſe many 

ears; for which I have deny'd myſelf « 3 comfort in 
life; and from which I have, from renting a farm of 
L. 500 a-year, amaſſed the ſum of L. 10%. 
Lucy. Lam afraid you are angry with me, papa. 

Good. Be not frighten'd, my dear child, you 3 
done nothing to offend me. But anſwer me one que - 
ſtion - What does my little dear think aan 

Lucy. A huſband, papa! O la! 

God. Come, it is a queſtion a girl in ber ſixteenth 
py may anſwer. Shou'd you like to have rr 


—_ And am te haven catch; LES 

Good. No, no; what has that to do with a huſband? | 

Lucy. Why, you know, papa, Sir Joha Wealthy's 
daughter was carry'd away in a coach by her huſband ; 
and I have been told by ſeveral of our neighbours, that 
I was to have a coach when I was married. Indeed I 
have dreamt of it à hundred times. I never dreamt of 
a huſband in my whole life, that I did not dream of a 
coach. I have rid about in one all night in my beeps. 
. ureſt thing ! — | 


2 
eep her from evil cou — (He Jon tell 
child, you muſt have no coach with a huſband. wg 


Lucy. Then let me haye a coach without a huſband. 
- PR Ms > n Good. 
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Good.) What, "had you-rather have a coach than a 
— I don't know that—B 

Lucy. Hum— 't know But if you'll 
me,» coach, lex me aloe, Il warrant Il get me 


_ AIR 3 2 I "With 
u, » but find a coac | 
And Rur the other to me, Sir; 
For that will make the lover approach, 
And I warrant we ſhan't diſagree, Sir. 
No ſparks will talk 
To girls that walk, | 
T've heard it, and I confide in't 
Do you then fix 
My coach and fix, | 
I warrant I get one to ride in't, to ride in't, 
I warrant, &c. 


Good. The girl i is out of her ates fd Huſſey, who 
put theſe thoughts into your head? Lou ſhall have a 

good ſaber huſband, that will teach you better things. 

7 Ay, but I won't though, if I can help it; for 
Miſs Jenny Flant-it ſays, a ſober huſband is t worlt 
ſort of huſband in the world. | | 

Good. I have a mind to ſound the irl's inclinations. 
Come hither, Lucy; tell me now, of all the men you 
ever ſaw, whom ſhou'd you like beſt for a huſband? _. 

Lucy. O fy, papa, I muſt not tell. | 

Good. Yes, you may your father. 

Lucy. No, Miſs Jenny ſays I muſt not tell my mind 
to any man whatever. She never tells a word of 11 
to her father. 

Good. Miſs Jenny is is a wiohed girl, and _ muſt not 
regard her. Come, tell me the truth, or I ſhall be 


1 Why, then, of all the men 10 ever am i in my 
whole Jife-time, I lke Mr Thomas, my Lord Bounce's 
footman, the beſt, a hundred thouſand times. 

Good. Oh fy upon you! like a footman? | 

Lucy. A footman ! he looks a thouſand times more 


Tankard, and talks more like one, ays and ſmells _ 
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like one too. His head is ſo prettily dreft, done all 
down upon the top with ſugar, like a froſted cake, with 
three little curls on each ſide, that-you'may ſee his ears 
as plain! and then his hair is done up behind juſt like a 
fine lady's, with a little little hat, and a pair of charm- 
ing white ſtockings, as neat and as fine as any white- 
legged fowl; and he always carries a great winging 
ek in his hand, as big as himſelf, that he would knoc 
any dog down with who was to offer.to bite me. A 
footman indeed! why, Miſs Jenny likes him as well as 
1 do; and ſhe ſays, all the fine young gentlemen that 
the ladies in London are ſo fond of, are juſt ſuch per- 
dons as he is. Icod, I ſhould have had him before 
now, but that folks told me I ſhould have a man with a 
coach; and that methinks I had rather have, a great deal. 

Good. I am amaz d! But I abhor the mercenary tem- 

r in the girl worſe than all What, child; would you 
2 any one with a coach? Would you have Mr Achum? 

Lucy. Yes indeed would I, for a coach. 

Good. Why, he is a cripple, and can ſcarce walk acroſs 
Lucy. What ſignifies that? 


AIR II. Vun Honey. 
When he in a coach can be carry d, 
What need has a man to go? 
That women for coaches are marry'd, 
© I'm not ſuch a child but I know. 
But if the poor crippled elf 
In coach be not able to roam, 
Why then I can go by myſelf, , 
And he may cen ſtay at home. 


Enter Bliſter. e 
Bliſt. Mr Goodwill, your humble ſervant. I have 
rid twelve long miles in little more than an hour. Tam 
glad to ſee you ſo well; I was afraid, by your meſſage 
Good. That I had wanted your advice, I ſuppoſe : 
be. con, 5 for you on a better account Lu- 
Cy, this is a relation of your's you have not ſeen a great 

—_— * ware Bliſter the pede: . : 22 
ucy. ! I hope that great man 1s not to be 

my huſband. 5 me | 

L 2 Blift. 
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BA. My couſin is well grown, and looks healthy. 
What apothecary 20 you employ ? He denls in good 
I warrant him. ' | 
Lun Plain wholeſome food and exerciſe are what ſhe 
in. 
Blift. Plain wholeſome food is very proper at ſome 
time of the year, with gentle phyſic between whiles. | 
Good. Leave us a little, my dear Lucy, I muſt talk 


with your couſin. +» 
Lucy. Yes, papa, with all my heart hope I ſhall 
never ſee that great thing again. * 4 -[ Exit. 


Good. I believe you eee þ meſlage ; 
and will perhaps more, you know the occaſion of 
it. In ſhort, without more preface, I begin to find 
myſelf going out of the world, and my daughter very 
eager to come into it. I have therefore reſolv'd to ſee 
her ſettled without farther delay. I am far from think- 
ing vaſt wealth neceſſary to happineſs : Wherefore, as I 
can give her a ſufficient conipeteney, I have determined 
to marry her to one of my own relations. It will pleaſe 
me, that the fruits of my labour ſhould not go out of 
the family. I have ſent to ſeveral of my kinſmen, of 
whom ſhe ſhall take her choice; and as are the firſt 
here, if you like my propoſal, you ſhall make the firlt - 


Blift. With all my heart, couſin ; and 1 am very much 
oblig'd to you. 1 daughter ſeems an agreeable 
young woman, and I have no averſion to marriage. 
But pray, why do you think yourſelf going out of the 
world? Proper care might continue you in it a conſi- 
derable while. - Let me 2 your pulſe. 
Good. To oblige you 3 tough I am in very good 
health. 
Bui. A little feveriſh—T would adviſe you to loſe a 
little blood, and take an emulſion, with a gentle emetic 
and cathartic. 
; Good. No, ua, L wil fed may danger as you s but 
pray keep your phyſic to yourſelf, dear couſin. [ Exit. 
This man is near ſeventy, and I have heard 
never took any phyſic in his life; and yet he looks as 
well as if be had been under the doRor's hands all his 
lifetime. *Tis ſtrange ; but if I marry his —_— 
4 -S bs t 


application. 
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the ſooner he dies the better. It is an odd whim of his 
to marry her in this manner: but he is very rich; and 
ſs, ſo much the better. What a ſtrange dowdy tis !. 
No matter, her fortune is never the worſe. _ - 


AIR III. Round, round the mill” © © 
In women we beau r | 
Sing trol, lero : 
| Bat fure'ns we have them, ax fry yl the 
Oh ho, will they ſo? | 


c Abroad for theſe dainties the wiſe therefore roam: 
Sing trol lerol: | 

« And frugully keep but « plain diſh at home 3 
5 Oh hoz do they ſo? 


© Who marries a beauty, muſt hte ber when da; 
© Sing trol lerol. 
© But the older tit grows, the more precious the golds. 
* Oh boy is 1t ſo? 


Enter Lucy: 
Oh, here comes my miſtreſs. hat a pox ſhall I ay: 
to her? I never made love in.my life. 

Lucy. Papa has ſent me hither g. but if it was not for 
fear of a boarding-ſchool,. I am ſure I would not have 
come; but they ſay I ſhall be whipt there, and a huſ- 
band can't. whip me let me. do. what I will 3 that's one 
good —_ 

Blift. Won't you pleaſe to ſit down, couſin ? 

Lucy. Yes, thank. you, Sir. Since I. muſt tay 
with you, I may as well fit down as not. Aſide. 

Blift: Pray, couſin, how do you find yourſelf?” 1 | 

"MS? 11 feel pulſe. 
B81 ow do me. our 
= do lleep night 2 0 

ucy. How? why, upon my back generally 

37 F1 But I mean, do you ſteep en — 
are you not reſtleſs 8 
Lucy, I tumble and toſs a good deal ſometimes.. 

Blift. Hum! Pray hew long do you uſually ſſeep? 

Lucy. About ten or eleven hours. 

Blift. Is your ſtomach 10 Do you eat with an 
| appetite ?. 
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appetite? How often do you find in a day any indi- 


Ae iy, 
tar Moone: many times; but 1 dow eat a 
* deal, V uses t be at breakfaſt, dinner, and ſupper, 
and afternoon's nunchion. 
Blift. Hum ! I find you have at preſent a0 abſolute 
F wy I wiſh he 
am Jad to bear that— was gone 
EA r heart, 272 
51 or oof uppoſe, couſin, your father has Fs to 
| am come upon; I e you will 
comply with him, in making me the man upon 
e 
Lucy. You weed not aſk me; you know I muſt do 
what he bids me. 
=_ May I then hope you will make me your huf- 


2 1 muſt do what he'll have me. | 

Blift. What makes you cry, Miſs ? Pray, tell mie what 
1s the matter? 

| Lucy. No; you will be angry with me if 1 tell you. 
Blift. I angry ?- it is not in A I can't be 
angry with you: Tam toe afraid of our — — 


you of mine; 1 muſt not be angry 
you do. 
a Lucy. What! maſt noe yoo be angry It me ds what 
will ? 
| Blif. No, my dear. 
_ Lucy: Wh y then, by goles! 1 will ell you hut 
„ and I 4 abide you. 
Bliſt. What have T'Sotie bo deſerve your hate x | 
Lucy. You have done nothing: but you are ſuck a 
great ugly thing, I can't bear to look at you; and if 
; my papa was to lock me up fer a twelremonth, 1 ſhould 
bate you ſtill. 
BU. Did not you tell me juſt now you wonld make 
me your huſband ? 
Lucy. Yes, To Iwill for al chat. 


ATR W. Mow ede, wall, Ne. 


Ah, be not angry, good dear Sir, a 
Nor do not tell apa; 
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For though I can't abide you, Sir, g 
I'll marry you——0 la! 1 
Blift. Well, my dear, if you can't abide me, I can't 
help that, nor you can't help it; and if you will not 
tell your father, I aſſure you I will not. Beſides, my 
dear, as for liking nie, do not give yourſelf any trouble 
about that: it is the very beſt reaſon for marrying me; 
no lady now marries any one but whom ſhe hates; ha- 
ting one another is the chief end of matrimony. Tt is 
what moſt couples do before they are marry'd, and all 
after it. I fancy you have not a right notion of a mar- 
ried life. I ſuppoſe you imagine we are to be fond, and 
kiſs, and hug one another as long as we live. * 
Lucy. Why, an't we? oath eh * 
Bli/t. Ha, ha, ha! an't we? Noſ How ignorant 
it is! [ 4/ide.]—Marrying is nothing but living in the 
ſame houſe together, goin by the ſame name; 
while I am following my b nels you will be following. £ 
your pleaſure ; ſo that we ſhall rarely meet but at meals; 
and then we are to fit at oppoſite ends of the table, and 
make faces at each other. | 
Lucy. 1 ſhall like that prodigiouſſy— Ah, but there 
& one thing though—an't we to lie together? I 
Blift. A fortnight ; no longer.. [ 
3 A fortaight! that's a long time; but it will 
over. 0 | 
Blift. Ay, and then you may have any one elſe. 
Lucy. May I ? then Pl have Mr Thomas, by goles! 
why this is pure, la! they told me other ſtories. I 
thought when I had been married, I muſt have never | 
liked any one but my buſband ; and that if I ſhould, he 
would kill me: but I thought one thing though with 
myſelf, that I could like another man. without letting 
him know it ; and then a fig for him. | 35% 
Blift. Ay, ay, they tell children ſtrange ftories > I 
warrant they have told you, you muſt be govern'd by 
your huſband. rer 
Lucy. My papa tells me ſo. Ev 
Bliſt. But al the marricd women in England will tell 
you another ſtory, | ATTY | 
| 0 „ Lucy. 


4 
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Lucy. So they have already; for they ſay I muſt not 
be — by a huſband: and they ſay another thing 
too, that you will tell me one ſtory before marriage, and 
rr afterwards ; for that marriage alters a man pro- 
; 0 * 

Bag No, child, I ſhall be juſt the ſame creature I 
am now, unleſs in one circumſtance ; I ſhall have a huge 
pair of horns upon my head. 

Lucy. Shall you? that's pure; ha, ha, wick; a comi- 
al Ry. but how will you make em 


850% It is you that will make em grow. 

Lucy. Shall I? By goles, then I'll do't as bon as. 
ever I can; for 1 long to ſee em. Do, tell me how I 
ſhall do it. 

Blift. Every other man you kiſs, I ſhall have a pair. 

horns grow. 

Lucy, By goles! then, you ſhall have horns enough; 
but I fancy you are Joking now. 


ATI 8 V. Buff-coat.. 
Ah, Sir, I gueſs. 
You are a fibbing ereature. 
Bliſt. Becauſe, dear Miſs, 
| You know not human nature. 
Lucy. Marry'd men, I'll be ſworn, 
I have ſeen without horn. 
Blift. Ah, child! you want art to unlock it: 
The ſecret here lies, 
Men now are ſo wiſe, 


To carry their horns in their pocket. 


Sg But you ſhall wear your's on your head ; for I 
ſhall like em better than any other thing about ou. 
Blift. Well, then, Miſs, I may depend upon you. 

Lucy. And. may I depend upon you? 

Blift. Les, my dear. 

Lucy. Ah, but don't call me ſo; 1 nue you ſhould. 
call me ſo. 

Blift. Oh,, child, all marry'd people call one another 
— let em hate one another as much. as they 


Lucy. Do they ? Well then, my dear—Hum! I 
think 
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thiok there is not any matter in the word neither. 

Biift, Why, amongſt your fine gentry, there is ſcarce 
any meaning in any thing they ſay. Well, I'll go to 
your papa, and tell him we have agreed upon matters, 
and have the wedding inftantly. - 

Lucy. The ſooner the better. 

Bli/t. Your ſervant, my pretty dear. Exit. 

Lucy. Your ſervant, my dear. Naſty, greaſy, ugly 
fellow. Well, marriage is a charming thing though: 1 
long to be married more than ever I did for any thing 
in my life: ſince I am to govern, I'll warrant I'll doit 
purely. By goles, I'Il make him know who is at home 
Let me ſee, I'll practice a little. Suppoſe that 
chair was my huſband ; and, ecod, by all I can find, a 
chair is as proper for a huſband as any thing elſe : Now, 
ſays my huſband to me, How do you do, my dear 
Lard, my dear, I don't know how I do! not the bet- 
ter for you. Pray, my dear, let us dine early to-day.— 
Indeed, my dear, I can't.—-Do you intend to go abroad 
to-day No, my dear. Then you will ſtay at home B. 
No, my dear.—Shall we ride out No, my dear — 
Shatl abe go a-viſiting No, my dear. vill never 
do any that I am bid, that I am reſolv'd; and then 
Mr Thomas! O good, I am out of my wits. | 


| AIR VI. 3% Bell. 
La! what ſwinging lies ſome people will tell ! 
I thought when another I'd wedded, 
1 muſt have bid poor Mr Thomas farewel, 
And none but my huſband have bedded : 
But I find 'm deceiv'd; for as Michaelmas day 
Is ſtill the forerunner of Lammas, 
So wedding another is but the right way 
To come at my dear Mr Thomas. 


h Enter > 
Heyday ! what fine gentleman is this? © a 
Coup. Couſin, your moſt obedient and devoted humble 
ſervant. | 7 
Lucy. I find this is one of your fine gentry, by his 
not —_ any meaning in his words. | 
Coup. I have not the honour to be known to you, 
F coulin ; 
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couſin; but your father has been ſo kind to give me ad- 
miſſion to your fair hands. 
Lucy. O Gemini Cancer! What a fine charming man 
this is! | | 
Coup. My name, Madam, is Coupee, and I have the 
honour to be a dancing-maſter. | 
' Lucy. And are you come to teach me to dance ? 
Coup. Yes, my dear, I am come to teach you a very 
pretty dance. Did you never learn to dance? | 
Lucy. No, Sir, not I; only Mr Thomas taught me 
one, two, three, | 
Coup. That is a very great fault in your education; 
and it will be a very great happineſs for you to amend 
it, by having a dancing-maſter for your huſband. 
Lucy. Yes, Sir; but I am not to have a dancing- 
maſter : my papa ſays I'm to have a naſty ſtinking apo- 


_ ou papa ſays! What ſignifies what your 
a 
"Yn, Whit ! muſt I not mind what my papa ſays? 

Coup. No, no mo are to follow own fox 3 
tions. I think if ſhe has any eyes, I may venture to 
truſt *em. [ Aſide. ]—Your father is a very comical queer 
old fellow, a very odd kind of a filly fellow, and you 
ought to laugh at him. I aſk pardon though for my 
freedom. ge? 

Lucy. You need not aſk my pardon, for I am not at 
all angry ; for between you and I, I-think him as odd 
queer a fellow, as you can do for your life, I hope you 
won't tell him what I ſay. | 

Coup. I tell him! I hate him for his barbarous uſage 
of you; to lock up a young lady of beauty, wit, and 
ſpirit, without ever ſuffering her to learn to dance! 
Why, Madam, not learning to danee, is abſolute ruin. 
to a young lady. I ſuppoſe he took care enough you 
ſhould learn vo read. | | | 

Lucy. Yes, I can read very well, and ſpell too. 

Coup. Ay, there it is; why now, that's more than 1 
can do. All parents take care to inſtruct their children 
in low mechanical things, while the genteel ſciences are 
neglected. Forgive me, Madam, at leaſt, if I 3 

| myſe 


* 


- 
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| — 

- myſelf at your feet, and vow never to riſe till lifted up | 
wr 6 elevating fire of your ſmiles. 1 

K Lucy. Lard, Sir! I don't know what to ſay to theſe | 
fine thin He's a pure man. [ Afide. | 

; Coup. Might I hope to obtain the leaſt ſpark of your - | 


love; the leaſt ſpark, Madam, would blow up a "flame 

in me, that nothing ever could quench. O hide thoſe | 
lovely eyes, nor dart their fiery rays upon me, leſt I am | 
confumed.—Shall I hope you will think of me? | 


Lucy. I ſhall think of you more than I will let you | 

know. | * CLA lde. | 

Cu. Will you not anſwer me? Wt 

; Lucy. La! you make me bluſh ſo, I know not what | 
to ſay. - 


Coup. Ay, that is from not having learnt to dance : 
a dancing-maſter would have our'd her of that. Let me 
teach you what to ſay, that I may hope you will conde- 
ſcend to make me your huſband. _ N 
Lucy. No, I won't fay that; but— 


AIR VII Tweed Side. 
- O preſs me not, Sir, to be wife 


lo a man whom I never can hate; 
So ſweet a fine gentleman's life, 
Should never be ſour'd with that fate. 


But ſoon as I married have been, 
Ungrateful I-will not be nam'd ; 

Oh ſtay but a fortnight, and then, 
And then you ſhall—Oh, I'm aſhan'd. 


Coup, A fortnight ! bid me live to the age of ——of 
——Mr Wiese the oldeſt man that ever 
liv'd. Live a fortnight after you are married! No, 
unleſs you reſolve to have me, I will reſolve. to put an 
end to myſelf, | 
Lucy. O do not do that x but indeed I never can hate 
you ; and the apothecary ſays no woman marries any 
man ſhe does not hate. h 
Coup. Ha, ha, ha ! Such mean fellows as thoſe every | 
fine lady muſt hate; but when they marry fine gentle-. 
men, they love them as long as they live. 
TLuq. O, but I would not have you think I love you. 
| Ns 
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I affure you I don't love you: I have been told I muſt 
not el any man ove ham. Wael: eee 
don't. 1 2 
Coup. But may I not hope you i: 
Lucy. Lard, Sir, I can't N yen hopes is 
equal to me what you hope. Miſs Jenny fays, I muſt 
NR ar rolanen ea 620g Ad.. 
Coup. Hope, Madam, at leaſt, you may allow me: 
the crucllet of your x, the graze tyrants, deny ot 


No, T won't give you the leaſt cond af hana 
—Hope indeed! what do you take me for ? I'll affure 
you! No, 1 would not give you the leaſt bit of hope, 
though I was to ſee you die before my face. It is a 
a thing to give one's ſelf airs. Ada. 
op. Sine nothing but my 3 will content you, 
— be ſatisfy'd even at that prioe. [Pulli out bis 
kitt.]—Ha, curſed fate! I have no & inſtrument of 
death about me than a ſword, which won't draw. But 
I have thought of a way; within the orchard there is 
an apple - tree; there, there, Madam! you n ſee me 
hanging by the neck. 


There ſhall you ſee your dancing · maſter die; 
As Bateman hang'd for og. Pen ſo will J. 


Lucy. O ſtay !—La, Sir, you're ſo fo haſty——Mut 
I tell you the firſt time I ſee vou? W vr ru Flant-it 
has been courted theſe rwo years a dozen men, 
and nobody knows which ſhe'll Ala yet; and muſt not 
I be denial at any I will be courted : indeed ſol 
will. 

Coup. And ſo you ſhall; I will court + you aſter we 
are married. 

Lucy. But will you 04 ? 

Coup. Yes, indeed; but if I ſhould not, there are 
others enough that would. 

Lucy. But I did not think warried women had ever 
been courted though, 

Coup. That's all owing to your not learning to dance. 
Why, there are abundance of women who marry for no 
other reaſon, as there are ſeveral men who never court 
any 77 married women. 


Tucy. 
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Lacy. Well then, I don't much care if I do marry 
— but hold, there is one 8 n 


—— — my Fry 


0 Only I RS the apothecary jul now 
that's all. 

Coup. Well, hal I fly then, and put ev'ry thing in 
_ readineſs ? + + 
Lucy. Ay. do; I'm ors 
Coup. One kiſs before I go, my deareſt angel; and 


now one, two, three, and away. KExit. 
Lucy. Oh dear ſweet man] He's as — as an 


angel, and as fine as a lord. He is hand ſomer than Mr 


Thomas, and, icod, almoſt as well dreſt. 1 fee now 
why my father wou'd never let me learn to dance: for, 
by 4 if all dancing maſters be fuch fine men as this, 
I wonder every woman does not dance away with one. 
O la, now I think on't, he pull'd out his fiddling-thing, 
and I did not aſk him to play a tune upon't—but when 
we are married, I'll make him pla t: icod, he 
ſhall teach me to dance too —he Fee, and I'll 
dance; that will be pure. O la, what's — another 
beau! 
Enter Quaver. Fs To 

9uav. Madam, your ſervant. I ſuppoſe my couſin 
Goodwill has told yon of the happinels he deſigus me. 

Lucy. Na, Sir, my papa has not told me any ching 
dy you. Who are you, pray? 

Onav, I have the honour of being. a diſtant relation 
of your's; and I hope to be a nearer one. My name is 
Feger Madam; I have the honour to teach ſome of 

e firſt quality to ſing. ' 

Lucy. And are you come to teach me to ſing ? 

Nuarv. I like her defire to learn to ſing; it is à proof 
of an excellent underſtanding ide. Ves, Madam, 
I will be proud to teach you any thing in my power; 
and do believe I ſhall not yield to anFone in che ſdience 
of ſinging. 

Lucy. Well, and 1 ſhall be glad to learn; for I haws = 
_ told I'have a tolerable 'voice, only I don't s 
e notes. N 
Sv. That, Madam, may be acquired; a ot. 
Vox. 1 II. M Cannot, 


. 
” "1 
— — 
o * 


. 
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cannot. A voice muſt be the gift of nature; and it is b 
the greateſt gift nature can be W. All other perfec. 8 
tions, without a voice, are nothing at all, Muſic is al. 4 
lowed by all wife men to be the nobleſt of the ſciences: 
— knows every thing. 4 

wow, hornet waging. eng acres Fc atv, 


Quav. Hereafter I ſhall- have time enough. But at 
rn Roeg rn 


Ten. Wut have you to fay? 13343 ic +” 
AIR VIII. Digi c. 
' Duay, Deareſt charmer, A 
Wil you then bid me tel! 1 0. 
__ What you diſcern ſo well,  __ 
By my expiring fighs, _ 
y Coping exev, 
ren My doating ep e 
| Look ugh ive uf 
* 1.1] |, Exchobjedt prompt 1118 | 
24 S | 
Each object n to . ; 
All nature tells you what I'd ſay. 


* Lucy. O charming! delightful ! 
' Suav. May I hope youll grmt— 
Lucy. Another ſong, and I'll do wy ting. 


Qua. Deareſt creature, 
Pride of nature ! 

All your glances 

15 Give me trances. 


Deareſt, Ye. 


3 . Oh, I melt, I faint, I ſwoon, I die! 
Qu. May I hope you'll be mine?  —- 
Lucy. Will you c me ſo every dar?? 
Quav. And-ey'ry aight tooy m vac | 

nter Coupee. | 
Coup. ' Heyday ! what do 1 ſee? 'my miiſtreſs-i in an0- 
ther man's arms? Sir, will you do me the favour to 
bee 


i 


4 'B 1 
—_ 
_ 
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Pray, Sir, be ſo. good as ein what bu- 


finels you Try to wry LR PARTY 
Coup. Sir! 7 96 a . 1 if 7 ” | 
Quav. Sir! ** 94 * 


Coup. Sir, this lady is my miſtreſs. „ en 
Quav. Lag 0 IE hn *. 1 


Coup. Sir! * 13 
Dar. Sir! | [4 F 
f AIR IX. Frey Y” $26 


Coup. Excuſe me, 821 hes al, hee ye mem? 
ll hope you don't give me the lie. 
Quav. Sir, you miltake me quite and clean 4262 
| Indeed, Joe wk not I. Fo 4 
Coup. Zounds, Sit, i 7 Bad tht — als 


eee bal er yo 
maſtreſs, to my face? by 
AIR X. Molly Aeg. b 1255 
Las. oy toker 2 L 
i they're to fight ; 
For vtigey' gang 0 ts 
(pA bed wth « whiper FN ce 
With you I am ready to go, 
"It ve becher fort » but: 1 
Stay you but a fortnight or ſo, Sir, PTY 
T wartunt Py grant you'eadughs” [7 ere. 
- 28av. Damnation! ru 
Coup. Hell and confuſion ! W 
DLT. draw, Lucy rans out; 
Enter Bliſter, 
Blip. For Heaven's ſake, gentlemen, what's the mat: 


MY 


| — — an — 0 —_—— dy own „ —— 4 —_—_—— 


"” K 
— 


1er L ee W | 
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Pray, Sir, give melewve to feel your pulſe; Zune 
are not light-headed. 
Coup. What is it to you, Sir, what I am?” 


| . How dare you interfere between gentlemen, 


Coup. I have u gest mind to break my food abou 
your head, you dog 

NQuav. I re 2 great mind to run you through the 
body, you raſcal! + + + CI TT A 
Coup... Do you know who we are? 

* * A n x whom ron have to de 
wit f 


Bliſe. Dear gentlemen; pray, gentlemen.——1 wiſh 
I had. notbing to do with pre grnleen, — 


Coup. So — 4 ſirrah; ſo much the wards, 
Quav. Wei 
nte 


oo Heyday 4 What, are you fencing here, gen- 
Ss tara 


out of my ſenſes, I am ſure, 

Coup. I ſhall take another time. r 

Soon And ſo ſhall I. , , 
| Good, I hope there Ne age Bevifeds vo You 
are nearer relations than you imagine to each other. 
_T uaver, yOu ms s ſeng out of England young; and 
5 
on; u e you, are me 
l 2 Yots $08: mm fn anne 

Coup. couſin ne 2 

Quav. Dear couſin 

28 It's but a Vw aud - lh with theſe parks, 1 


py I thought, there was, ſomething about him 1 
could not hurt. 


Good. Here is another relation too, whom you do not 
_ This js Mr Bliſter, ſon to your uncle Bliſter 
_ Coup, I hope you uin een Gr ign orance. 
| Ves, coufin, with alt "my AGare, ſinee there is 
yo harm come eng j but if you-will take an dete 


you 
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you, ſhall both immediately loſe ſome bleod, and I will 


each of S — a A* ν,jẽ,Hꝭj,e= 

wie * ner ö tt 6 tho h 
© Worms Your began nl. Goodwill: How do 

© you do, Maſter Coupee ? How do you do, Maſter» 

« Bliſter? The roads are very direy 3. but h 

q 1 ſee. 2 
Good. . this i is you couſin Wormmood 

© the attorney. 

Merm, L am very glad 9 ſee you, Sir. ah ſuppoſe,” 

c "by ſo many of our relations being aſſembled, this is a 
„u law-ſuit I come upon. I ſhall be glad to have 

my inſtructions as ſoon as poſſible, for I mult, carry 

* away ſome of your neighbour's goods with executions 

* by and by. | 
* Good. I ſent for you on the account of no lan · ſuit 

0 2 time. In ſhort,. I have reſolved to diſpoſe of my 

ter to one of my relations: if you like her, 
n Wormwood, with L. 10,000, and Your hou 

0 3 be her choice — 

BBliſ. nnen for ſhe No promis's me 
already. 

A Coup, And me. 

| Qua. And me. . 1 „ 
* Worm. How! has ſhe promis d three of vou 

* Why then, the two that miſs her, will have r 

actions againſt him that has her. 
© Good. Her own choice muſt determine; and if that 

fall on you, Mr Bliſter, I muſt inſiſt on your ling 
off your trade, and living here with me. 
ke... . No, Sir, I cannot conſent to leave off my: 
, & 
a . Pray, gentlemen, i is not the n reaſon- 
| 5 
« All. Oh, certainly, certainly. 

; Ho Ten thouſand pounds to an Ae in- 
7 4 1 7 D ecary 1 believe 
« up en an A the 7 1 

* ſhould not have made many r 
+ Goed. I dare ſwear you will ys couſin, if ſhe 

6 hou make choice of you. | ay 

1 © Coup. 
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| There is ſome difference though between us; 
© mine is a genteel proton, out; 1 hall not leave it 


off on any accouat. 
G. I'll be judg'd by Mr Quarer here, who has 


© been abroad and ſeen the world. 

« Vuav. Very reaſonable, — man, 
« I fee, has excellent ſenſe, a gs —— 
© afts and ſciences. 

© Good. I am confident k wal no; bene goe-" 
2 TS 

to- 

rav. Ridiculous art of teaching to ſing! Do you 
« call mukc an art, which is the nobcſt of in ſciences ? 
"+ I I eo OR! | 

© Coup. And I find too. | 
. And ſo do I. | 

Vorm. Well, it is ſurpribag that men ſhould be 
* ſuch fooks, that they ſhould heſitate ut leaving off their 

ons for L. 10,000. 

* Good. Couſin Wormwood, you will leave off your 
practice, Jam ſure. 

« Worm. Indeed, Sir, but I will not. I hope you' 
« don't put me upon a footing with fiddlers and dan- 
-« cing-maſters. No man need be aſham'd of idg 
his — to a practitioner of the law. 


at 


7 Who'd know his 


* own 
„. Or Or wit eee bab aden be 
0 e | 
* Coup. If it was not for dancin g-maſteys, men might 


« as well walk upon 2 

« DPuav. And if it was not for finging-maſters, they 
might as well have been all born dumb.“ 
Good. Ha! confuſion! what do [ fee! my danghter' 
in the hands of that fellow! 

Enter Luey and Mfr Thomas. HO the 

Lucy. Pray, papa, give me your bleſſing: I hope” 
you won't be angry me, but I am married to Mr 
Thomas. 


Good. Oh Ley, Luey ! Ts this the return you make” 

10 my fatherly fondneſs ? 
4xcy. Dear papa, forgive me; 1 won't de fo any 
more. 
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more.—Indced 1 ſhould have been perjured, if I Rad 
not had him. And 1 had not had him neither, but that 
b e neee 
what I diet. 

Good. To marry = footman! 1, 

| Tho. Why, look ye, Sir; edu %tjzorue, 
but 1 have good acquaintance'in life. | I have kept very 
good at the hazard=table ; and when I have 
other cloaths on, nd money tin-ay pockets Boy will de 
very glad to fee me again. 
+ Worm. Hark ye, Mr Goodwill ; your daughter is 
an heireſs. In put yon in a way to proſecute * 
fellow. 

Bui. Did not you promiſe me, Madam ? 

Coup. Ay, did not eee . | 

Ja. And me too 

Lucy. You have none of you ny reaſon to complain 3, 
if 146d promife wall, I promis'd bim firſt. 

Vom. Look ye, gentlemen, if any of you will 
« employ me, I'll undertake we ſhall recover part of 
dr, 155 

Quav. I wen your daughter a edu- 
cation, and let her learnt malic i won hr porta 


things into her head. 
Blift. This comes of your contempt 
li 
blikeriog, this 


ſhe had been kept in a diet, with a ale 
ing, and purging, and vomiting, and 
bad never 2 8 

Worm. You ſhould have fent her to town » termi or 
c rag and taken lodgings * 1 
* ſhe might have converſed IT IA 
the law, and ſeen the world. — 


AIR XI. 3% of Bean. 
© Lucy. Ae dork 20k fo gram: 
6 1 and be good: 
© For tho he's not ſo great as ſome, 
« He fill is fleſh and blood. 
What thongh he's not ſo fine as beaus, 
© In gold and filver gay; 
* Yerte, per ps, without their cloaths, 
Ve 


« May n 


- 


Tho, 


— — 


bd * —— — — 4 
5 * 
__ W . 2 . 
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The. Your daughter has married a man of ſome learn - 
and one who | has ſeen a little of the world, and 
_—_ — and obedience to you, will try 
to deſerve your favour. * As for my having wort a li- 
* very, tet_not_ that grieve; youj; as 1: have BuOG-i0 a 
great family, I have ſeen, that no one is reſpected for 
What he is, but for what he has: the world pays no 
regarq; at to any thing but money; and if my 
„e 1 — 
«ti — my erity to grandeur, it no 
at making my fon 57 grandon x lod, tat 
2 Was a foatman. 
Good. Ha ! thou talk'>t like a-pretty ſenſible fellow 3 
and I don't know whether my daughter has not made a 
better choice thin ſho-could have dove eniong her booby 
relations. I ſhall ſuſpend my judgment at preſent, and 
paſs it hereafter according to your behaviour. 
Tho. ISR Tbs Soap, 
orm. I hope, couſin, you don't expect I ſhould 
© loſe my time. I expe& fix and cight-pence: for my- 
« journey. 
e mate u hnewe:of 
© whom nature meant a fool. Well, I am now con- 
ee, IRR 5 eo Ftp ag hacked 
© one worthy'to inherit it. 


44444 AIR XII. The Yorkie Be. 


i Ber. * 
Had eie e phyſic'd well, Sir, 2 the ought, 
With bleeding, and bliſt'ring, and vomit, and draught," 
This footman had never been once in her Denen 
Wih his down, down, &. 
\Coupee, , 
Had Miſs been at'a e g-ſchool bred, 
Had her feet but been taught the Night dane to tread, 
Gad's curſe, *twould have put IT Om in her head, 
Than his down, down, &c. 


* ern 
Had ſhe learnt, like fine re 
To languiſh and die at Italian ſoft airs, | FRE 
A footman had never thus tickled her cars, 

With is dowur down, 6 
* | Lucy, 


a + ® 
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Vou may phyſic, and rs n dancin 
In one I have got them them all three by — prmeogy 
be, 


My doctor he* and he'll teach me to — 
With his down, down, &c.: -. 


And though ſoft Italians the ladies controul, 
He ſwears he can charm à fine lady, by Gole ! 
More than an Italian can do for his ſoul, 
With a down, down, &c. 


My fate, then, ſpeRators, DER. on 1e Nee; 1 
] have brought kind papa here at laſt to agree; 


If you'lt the poet, he” will pardon me; "Y 
With my down, down, &c. 


Let not a poor farce, th then, nice erities p purkue 3 

But like honeſt - hearted Lets me men = 

And clap to pleaſe us, have ſweat to ory you, 
"Ur cowny down, &c., - 


Cnoxvs. ; * * 


Let not » por fre then &c. ' 


g S 2 — 2 


50 * . . 
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AT various revolutious in our art, 

Since Theſpis firſt ſung ballads in a cart! 

nature fram'd the witty war to wa | 

And lay the deep foundations of the age, - | 
From bis own ſoil that bard his pictures drew: 44 5 


The gaping crowd the mimic features knew, 

And the broad jeſt with fire electric flew. 

Succeeding times, more poliſh'd and refin'd, 

To rigid rules the comic mule confin'd. 
Robb d of the nat'ral freedom of her ſong, 

In In artful meaſures now ſhe floats along, 

— E fallies rouſe the flumb'ring pit: 


wa mere architect in wit MINE 
EVP «i : To 


COT 2 D a... 
td 
* 
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To doors and ladders has confin'd her cares, 
Convenient cloſets, and a back-ſtairs; 14% en 
'Twixt her and Satire has diſſolv d the N 74 A, 30 
And 21 Humour to en enjoy 2 ” Wan 
To gain the ſuff rage of 


to- night's * Fon the! ge * 45 + 
His fd Bop weconfeſs this truth, 93 2 
Leſt you il bim for a Britiſh youth. , "384 43 
Severe the cenſure on my feeble pen 
Neglefting manners, that ſhe copies men. 
Thus, if I hum or ha, or name report, | 
"Tis Serjeant Splitcauſe from the Inns bf Covntz 89 
If, at the age that ladies ceaſe to dan ee, 
To romp at Ranelagh, or read nen 
I draw a dowager inclin d to man. 
Or paint ber rage for china or japan, Fan 
The true 1 is quickly known, n £22314. 4 
And Lady 8 vab proclaim'd throughout . 80210 
But in the f — group let no man dare T: 
To claim a limb, nay, not a ſingle hair: > 4.4.0 
What gallant Briton can de ſuch a ot rr + cat <> 
To IT nnn. 


ho 
k d © = \ 
7 » » #* ” 4 - - ” + * 
1 
* » . * & 
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ere a 
- Scznr, A Lodging. 
wen Wirisd and Partition Sos; 


* 


Youns Wome. 


ND I am now, illion, 4 
Pap. Perſonne mĩeux. . e aur 


Z. Wild. My figure ? 
Pap. Fait a peindre. 
T. Wild. My air? 
Pap. Libre. 


d ap. © a 0 
Y. Wild. My hat fits eaſily KING 2 nat like 
the draggled tail of my 0 academical habit. 
Pap. Ah, bien autre choſe. 

Mild. Why, then, adieu' Alma Mater, 21 wen 
venue la ville de Londre ; farewell to the ſchools, and 
welcome the theatres ; preſidents, Proctor, ſhort com- 

mond 


—— 


r 


% 
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mons with long graces, muſt now give place to 
bagnios, long tavern · bills with no graces at all. 22 

Pap. Ah, bravo, bravo! “ 

7. Wild. Well, but m dear Papillion, you muſt give 
me the chart du * is town is a new world to me; 
my provident papa, you ,- would never fuifer me 
near the ſmoke o Lendon and what can be his motive 
for permitting me now, I can't readily conceive. 

Pap. Ni moi. 

Y. Wild. I hl bowee, take th br 60 mea 
my arrival from him for a few days. | | 

Pap. Vous avez raiſon. 

7. Wild. Well, my Mentor, and how am 1 
nage? Direct my road: where muſt 1 begin? But 
debate is, I ſuppoſe, of conſequence ? | 


Pap. Vraiment. 
Y. Wild. How long have you left Paris, Papillion ? 
Pap. Twelve, dirteen year. 

Y. Wild. I __— A you _—_ your progreſs 


Pap. The a nocent is is difficult. 

Y. Wild. But here 1 

Pap. C'eſt vrai. 

Z. Wild. No ſtranger to faſhionable places, 

Pap. O fate! 

T. Willd. Acquainted with the faſhionable figures of 
both ſexes. 

Pap. Sans doute. | 

T. Wild: Well then, open n And, ae 
hear, Papillion, as you have the honour to be promoted 
from the mortifying condition of an humble yalet, to 
the important charge of a private tutor, let us diſcard 
all — 3 2 he me —_— to flake my thirſt 
at your fountain of knowledge, my s Apollo. 

Pap. Here then I — Helicon to my poetic 


J 


10 


Y. Wild. Hey, Papillion ? 10 0 5 
| Pak oe ; 
NN Wild. at is this? wh u ſpeak Engli! 
Pop. Without doubt. by, yo 
F. Wild. But like a natise. 
Pap. —_— 


A Wil 


— r 
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2. Wild. Aud whos ant-Z-20.conckets frail þ 
Pap. Logically thus, Sir: Whoever ſpeaks pure 


* Engliſh is an Engliſhman. I ſpeak pure Engliſh 


« ergo, I am an Engliſhman. There's a categorical 
1 yllogilm for you, major, minor, and conſequence. 
c What! do you think, Sir, nnen. 
Oxford, I was idle? No, no, no. 
E. Wild. Well, Sir, bat notwithſanding your plex 
« ſantry, I muſt have this matter explain d. 

Pap. $0 you ſhall, my good Sir; but don't bein 
* ſuch a hurry. You can't ſuppoſe I would give you 
© the key, unleſs I meant you ſhould- open the door. 

* Y. Wild. Why then, prithee, unlock it. ' 

© Pap. Immediately. But by way of entering e | 


| © my poſt as preceptor, ſuffer me firſt to give you a 


hint. You muſt not expect, Sir, to find here, as at 
Oxford, men appearing in their real characters: every 
© body there, Sir, knows that Dr Muſly is a fellow af 
c Maadlin, and Tom Trifle a ſtudent of Chrit-Church; 
but this town is one great comedy, in which-not only 
« the principles, but frequently the perſons, are feigned. 

« Y. Wild. A uſeful obſervation. 

« Pap. Why now, Sir, at the firſt coffeehouſe 1 hall 


enter you, you will perhaps meet a man, from whoſe * 


decent ſable dreſs, placid countenance, inſinuating be- 
« haviour, ſhort ſword, with the waiter's civil addition 
of A diſh of coffee for Dr Julap, you ny bern er 
him to be a phyſician. 

. Wild. Well? 

Pap. Does not know diaſcordium Pe diaculum. 
© An abſolate French ſpy, concealed under the e 
of a huge medicinal perriwig. 

F. Wild. Indeed! 

Pap. A martial ſigure, too, it is odds but you will 
© encounter ; from whoſe ſcars, title, dreſs, and addreſs, 
you would ſuppoſe to have had a ſhare in every action 
« ſince the peace of the Pyrenees; runner to à gaming- 
table, and bully to a  bawdy houſe. Battles, to be 
* ſure, he has been in — with the watch; ang grep raped 
a priſoner too in the round-houſe. 

. Wild. Amazing! 
Pap. In ſhort, Sir, you will meet with lawyers ho 
Vor. II. N practiſe 
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« pratiſe ſmuggling, and merchants who trade upon 
Hounſlow-heath; revercnd atheiſts, right nnd 
© ſharpers, and Frenchmen from the county of York. 

. Wild. In the laſt liſt, I preſume, you roll. 

« Pap. Juſt my ſituation. 

7. Wild. And pray, Sir, what may be your motive 
* for this whimſical transformation ? 

Pap. A very harmleſs one, I promiſe you. I would 
C 2 avail myſelf at the expence of folly and Preju- 
dice. 

7. Wild. As how? 

Pap. Why, Sir But, to be better underſtood, t 

_ it will be —— to give you a ſhort ſketch of 
principal incidents of my life. 
a bar”! * Will. Prithee do. 
I Why then, you are to "WS Sir, that my for- 
tuation has been rather above my preſent condi- 
| — having once ſuſtained the dignity of ſub - preceptor 
oy to one of thoſe cheap rural academies with which our 
YF of York is ſo plentifully ſtocked. 
T. Wild. But to the point : Why this diſguiſe ? why 
renounce your country ? 
Pap. There, Sir, you make a little miſtake ; it was 
| my country that renounced me. 
1 Z. Wild. Explain. 
i | | Pap. In an inftant : upon quitting the ſchool, and 


firſt — town, I got recommended to the compi - 
ler of the Monthly Revicw. 
7. . Wild. What, an author too? 

Pap. Oh, a voluminous one. The whole region of 
the belles lettres fell under my inſpection; phyſic, divi- 
1 nity, and the mathematics, my miſtreſs managed her- 
J ſelf. There, Sir, like another Ariſtarch, I dealt out 

BE fame and damnation at pleaſure. In obedience to the 

caprice and commands of my maſter, I have condemn'd 

| books I never read; and applauded the fidelity of a tranſ- 

, lation, without underſtanding one ſyllable X the origi-· 
nal. 

it | T. Wild, Ah! why, I thought acuteneſs of diſcern- 

1 ment, and depth of knowledge, were neceſſary to ac- 

compliſh a Critic, 

_ Yes, Sir; but not a monthly one. Our 4 


r 
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thod was conciſe, We copy the title - page of a 
new e never go any further: if we are ordered 
to praiſe it, we have at hand about ten words, which, 
ſcatter'd through as many periods, effectually does the 
buſineſs; as, * laudable defign, happy arrangement, 
« ſpirited language, nervous ſentiment, elevation of 
« thought, concluſive argument: If we are to decry, 
then we have, „“ unconnected, flat, falſe, illiberal, ſtric- 
„ ture, reprehenſible, unnatural :?* And thus, Sir, we 
pepper the author, and ſoon rid our hands of has work. 

T. Mild. A ſhort recipe. Ls £;; 

Pap. And yet, Sir, you have all the materials that 
are neceſſary: Theſe are the arms with which we en- 
gage authors of every kind. To us all ſubjects are equal; 
plays or ſermons, poetry or politics, muſic or midwife- 
ry, it is the ſame thing. 9 

YZ. Wild. How came you to reſign this eaſy employ | 
ment ? OSV | 

Pap. It would not anſwer. Notwithſtanding what 
we ſay, people will judge for themſelves; our work 
hung upon hand, and all I could get from the publiſher 
was four "ſhillings a-week, and my ſmall beer. Poor 
pittance | | | 

Y. Wild. Poor, indeed. 

Pap. Oh, half-ſtarv'd me. 

. Wild. What was your next change ? 

Hap. 1 was mightily puzzled to chooſe. © Some would 
© have had me turn player, and others methodiſt preach- 
© er; but as I had no money to build me a tabernacle, I 
did not think it could anſwer : and as to player. 
* whatever might happen to me, I was determined not 
to bring a diſgrace upon my family; and ſo I refolyed. 
to turn footthan. 

« Y. Wild. Wiſely reſolv'd. | 

* Hap. Yes, Sir, but not ſo eaſily executed. 

« XY. Wild. No! | D 

* Pap. Oh no, Sir. Many a weary ſtep have I ta- 

ken after a place. Here 4 too old, there I was. 

too young ; here the laſt livery was too big, there it 

was too little; here I was aukward, there I was know- 
ing: Madam diſliked me at this houſe, her ladyſhip's, 

woman at the next: ſo 1 I was as much puzzled 

| . © to 
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+ to find out a place, as the great Cynie philoſopher to 
« diſcover a man. r in _— 


<. deſpair,” when chance threw an old _ 4 yy 
that quite retrieved my affairs. 

Z. Wild. Pray, who might he be? 

on A little bit of a Swiſs genius, who had been 
French uſher with me at the fame ſchool in the country. 


F opened my melancholy ſtory to him over three penny- 
worth of beef-a-la-mode, in a cellar in St Ann's. My 


little foreign friend purs'd up his lanthorn jaws, and 


with a ſhrug of contempt, Ah, maitre Jean, vous 
n'avez pas la politique; you have no fineſſe: to. trive 
here, yon muſt ſtudy the folly of your own country.“ 
« How, Monſieur !”” © Taifez vous: keep a your 
rongue. Autrefois I teach you ſpeak French, now I 
teach-a you to forget Engliſh. Go _ me to my 
lodgement, I vil give you proper dreſs, den go preſent 
yourſelf to de ſame hotels, de very ſame houſe ; you 
will find all de doors dat was ſhut in your face as foot- 
man A xngltois, will fly open demſelves to a French valet 
de chambre“ 

J. Wild. Well, Papillon? 

Pap. Gad, Sir, I thought it was but an honeſt ar- 
tifice, ſo I determin'd to ght i my friend's advice. 

Y. Wild. Did it ſucceed ? 

Pap. Better than expectation. My tawny face, long 
queu, and broken Engliſh, was a r Be- 
ſides, when I am out of place, this * 
me many reſources. 71 |: 

F. Wild. As how? 

Pap. Why, at a pinch, Sir, I am . « teacher 
of. tongues, a friſeur, a dentiſt, or a dancing-maſter : 
theſe, Sir, are hereditary profeſſions to Frenchmen. 
But now, Sir, to the point: As you were pleaſed to be 
ſo candid with me, I was determined to have no reſerve 
with you. You have ſtudied books, I have ſtudied men; 
yu want advice, and I have ſome at your fervice. 

IF. Wild. Well, Il be your cuſtomer. 

- . Pap. Bur goerd my fecret. If I ſhould be fo unfor- 
tunnte as to ls your place, wage cy opener capped 


2 Wild. You may-rely upon me. 
Pap. 
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Pap. In a few years I ſhall be in a condition to re · 
tire from buſineſs; but whether I ſhall ſettle at my fa - 
mily-ſeat, or paſs over to the continent, is as yet unde - 
termined. Perhaps, in gratitude to the country, I may 
purchaſe a marquiſate near Paris, and ſpend the money 
I have got by their means generouſly amongſt them. 
F. Wild. A grateful intention. But let us fally. 
Where do we open ? 2 

Pap. Let us ſee—one o'clock—it is a fine day: the 
Mall will be crowded. : . 11 | 978 

Y. Wild. Alons. * | en 

Pap. But don't ſtare, Sir: ſurvey every thing with. 
an air of habit and indifference. | 1 
T. Vila. Never fear. | 0, 

Pap. Bn. d NV. Sir, crave a w——— audiences, 
upon a ſubje& that may prove very material to : 

7 Wild. Proceed. TY we bo 84 a 

Pap. You will pardon my preſumption ; but you have, 
my good. maſter, one little foible that I could wiſh you 
to correct. | 
T. Wild. What is it? 8 

Pap. And yet it is a pity too, you do it ſo very 
well. | | 

Z. Wild. Prithee be plain. | W 2 
Pap. You have, Sir, a lively imagination, with a 
moſt happy turn. for invention. 87 
FT. Wild. Well. , TY 
Pap. But now. and: then in your narratives you are 
hurry'd,. by. flow of ſpirits, to border upon the impro- 
bable, a little. given to the marvellous. | 

Z. Wild. I underſtand you: what, I am ſomewhat: 
ſubject to lying ? - = 

Pap. Oh, pardon me, Sir; I don't. ſay that; no, 
no: only a little apt to. embelliſh ; that's all. To be 
ſure it is a fine gift, that there is no diſputing : but 
men in general are ſo ſtupid, ſo rigorouſly attachi'd to- 
matter of fact And yet this talent of your's is the very 
ſoul and ſpirit of poetry; and why it. ſhould not be the 
ſame in proſe, I can't for my life determine. * 
T. Wild. You would adviſe me, then, not to be quite 
fo poetical in my proſe ? | 

Pap. Why, Sir, if you would deſcend à little to the 
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of the million, I think it 
ould be nar". Barr A | 4 


T. Wild. 1 7 think of i | | 

Pap. Befides, Sir, in this town, people are more 
Kok?” amd fafpicious. Oxford, you know, is the ſeat 
of the muſes; and a man is naturally permitted more 
omament and garniture to his converſatron, than they 
will allow in this latitude. 

Y. Wild. 1 believe you are right. But we fhall be 


late. Dye hear me, N if at any time you find 


grow) too poetical, e me a hint; advice 
22 1 Lor fg 


Pap. ird be rote 
to be quickly removed. Lord, how I have ſweat for 


kim! yet he is as unembarraſſed, eafy, and fluent, all the 


time, as if he really believed what he faid. Well, to 
be ſure, he is a great maſter ; it is a thoufand pities his 
nius could not be converted to ſome public ſervice. I 
ink the government ſhould employ him to anfwer the 
Bruſſels Gazette. I'll be hang'd if he is not too many 
for Monſieur Maubert, at his own weapons, [Exit. 


Scens, The Park. 
Enter Miſs Grantam and Mifs Godfrey, and Servant. 


M. Gr. John, let the chariot go round to 1 - 


rdens, for your miſtreſs and I ſhall call at Lady 
Miſs Arabella Allnight's, the Counteſs of Crumple 85 — 
the tall man's, this morning. My dear Mifs Godfrey, 
what trouble I have had to get you out ! Why, child, 
you are as tedious as a long mourning. Do you row 
how, that of all places of public ren rendezvous I honour 
2 Park ? forty thouſand million of times preferable to 
e r Don't you think ſo, my dear? 
6d. T hey are both well in their way. 
JI. 8 Way ! why, the purpoſe of both is the fame; 
to meet companys ro't it? What, d'ye think I go there 
for the pla 8, or come here for the trees? ha, ha.! well, 
wo is well enough. But, O Gemini! I beg a million 
ns: You are a prude, and have no reliſh for the 
of e innocent liberties with which a fine woman may 
indulge herſelf in public. 
| M. Ged. Liberties in public! is oth 
N. Gr. 
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N. Gr. Yes, child; ſuch as encoring a ſong at an 
opera, interrupting a play in a critical ſcene of diſtreſs, 
hallooing to a pretty fellow eroſs the Mall as loud as if 
you were calling a coach. Why, do you know now, 
my dear, that by a lucky ſtroke in dreſs, and a few high 
airs of my own making, I have had the good fortune 
to be gazed at and followed by as great a crowd, on a 
Sunday, as if I was the Tripoly ambaſſador ? © | 
- M. God. The good fortune, Ma'am! Surely the with 
of every decent woman is to be unnotic'd in public. 

M. Gr. Decent! oh, my dear queer creature, what a. 
phraſe have you found out for a woman of faſhion! De- 
cency is, child, a mere bourgeois, plebeian quality, and 
fit only for thoſe who pay court to the world, and not 
| for us to whom the world pays court. Upon my. word, 
you muſt enlarge your ideas: You are a fine girl, and 
we muſt not have you loft ; PI undertake you myſelf. 
But, as I was faymg—Pray, my dear, what was I fay- 
ing ? A : | 

% God. I profeſs I don't recollect. 1 
M. Gr. Hey !—Oh, ah! the Park. One great rea- 
fon for my loving the Park is, that one has fo many 
opportunities of creating connections. | 

M. God. Ma'am ! 4 

M. Gr. Nay, don't look grave. Why; do you know 
that all my male friendſhips are form'd in this place? 
M. God. It is an odd fpot : But you muſt pardon me 
if I doubt the poſſibility. | | 1 
M. Gr. Oh, I will convince you in a moment for 
here ſeems to be coming a good ſmart figure that I don't 
recollect. I will throw out a lure. 

M. God. Nay, for Heaven's ſake ! 

M. Gr. I am determin'd, child: that i 

M. God. You will excuſe my withdrawing. 

M. Gr. Oh, pleaſe yourſelf, my dear. | 

[Exit Miſs Godfrey. 
Enter Young Wilding with Papillion. 

Z. Wild. Your Ladyſhip's handkerchief, Ma'am. 

M. Gr. I am, Sir, concern'd at. the trouble— 
T. Wild. A moſt happy incident for me, Madam; as 
chance has given me an honour, in one lucky minute,, 
chat the moſt diligent attention has not been able to 
15 1 My procure 
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procure for me in the whole tedious round of — 


year. 

M. Gr. Is this meant to me, Sir? 

. Wild. To whom elſe, Madam? Surely, you muſt 
have mark'd my reſpectful aſſiduity, my uninterrupted 
attendance ; to plays, operas, balls, routs, and ridottos, 
I have purſued you like your ſhadow ; I have beſieged 
your door for a glimpſe of your exit and entrance, hke 
« diſtreſſed creditor, who has no arms againſt privilege 
but perſeverance. - 

Pap. So, now he is in 3 ſtop him who can. 

T. Wild. In ſhort, Madam, ever ſince I quitted A- 
merica, which I take now to be about a year, I have as 
faithfully guarded the live-long night your ladyſhip's 
portal, e eee fre 


city. 
. Pap. Quinte Ameries,! well pull'd. 
M. Gr. You have ſerv'd in ** then? 

7. Wild. Full four years, Ma'am : and during that 
whole time, not a ſingle action of conſequence, but I 
had an opportunity y to Ggralie myſelf; and I think : 
may, without vanity, affirm, I did not miſs the occa: 
fion. You have heard of, Quebec, I preſume ? 

Pap. What the deuce is he driving at now ? 

T. Wild. The project to ſurpriſe that place was tho 0 

a happy expedient, and the firſt mounting ae breac 

= pcm There indeed the whole. army did = 
ce 

: M. Gr. L have heard the honour of that conqueſt, at- 

tributed to another name. 

T. Wild. The mere taking the town, Ma'am. But 
that's a trifle: Sieges now-a-days, are reduc'd to cer- 
tainties; it is amazing how minutely exact we, who 
Know the buſineſs, are at calculation. For inſtance 
now, we will ſuppoſe the commander in chief addreſ - 
ling -himſelf to me, was to ſay, „Colonel, I want to 
reduce that fortreſs ;_ what will be the expence ?? —— 

« Why, pleaſe your highneſs, the reduction of that 
fortreſs will coſt you one thouſand and two lives, fixty- 
nine legs, ditto arms, fourſcore fractures, with about 
twenty dozen of fleſh-wounds.”? 

8 * Gy. And you ſhould be near the mark? 


— 
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T. Wild. To an odd joint, Ma'am. But, Madam, it 
is not to the French alone that my feats are coufin'd: 
Cherokees, Catabaws, with all the  Aws and Ees of 
the continent, have felt the force *. my arms. 

Pap. This is too much, Sir. 

Y. Wild. Hands off! Nor am I leſs adroit at a 
treaty, Madam, than terrible in battle. To me we owe 
the friendſhip of the Five Nations; and I had the firſt 
honour of ſmoking the pipe of peace with the Little 

ater. 

M. Gr. And ſo young 

T. Wild. This gentleman, though a Frenchman md 
an enemy, I had the fortune to deliver from the Mo- 
hawks, whoſe priſoner he had been for nine years. He 

ves a moſt entertaining account of their laws and cu- 
£2 : he ſhall preſent you with the wampum belt and 
a ſcalping-knife. Will you permit him, 2 juſt 
to give you à taſte of ä * a ſhort 


ſpecimen of their 
Pap. For Heaven's ſake ! 1 5 
M. Gr. The is too a 


Y. Mild. In ſhort, ond age 97 "EW gathered as 
many laurels abroad as would garmft a Gothic cathedral 
at Chriſtmas, I returned to reap the harveſt of the well- 
fought field. Here it was my good fortune to encoun- 
ter you; then was the victor vanquiſhed; what the enemy 
could never a Iſh, your eyes in an inftant atchuev'd ; 
prouder to ſerve here than command in chief elſewhere 3 
and more glorious in wearing your chains, than in tri 
umphing over the vanquiſh'd world. : 

M. Gr. have gat here a moſt herojcal lover: Bot l 
ſee Sir James Elliot coming, and muſt diſmiſs him.— 
[4fide.}—Well, Sir, I accept the tendre of your paſ- 
lion, and may find a time to renew our acquaintance ; 
at preſent it is neceſſary we ſhould ſeparate. 

Z. Wild.“ Slave to your will, I hve but to obey 
you.” But may I be 1 with the * 
your reſidence? | 

NM. Gr. Sir? 4 

Z. Wild. Your place of abode. + | 

M. Gr. Oh, Sir, rſt od want to be acquainted 


154 lr K 


with tliat; you have a whole year ſtood centinel at my 
ladyſhip's po 

7. Wild. Lues, 1211 — 

M. Gr. Oh, Sir, ſervant. Ha, ha, ha! What, 
vou are caught? ha, ha, ha! Well, he has a moſt in- 
trepid aſſurance. Adieu, my Mars. Ha, ha, ha! 


Exit. 
Pa. That laſt was an unlucky queſtion, Sir. l 
T. Wild. A little mal - a- propos, I muſt confeſs. 
Pap. A man ſhould have a good memory who deals 
much 1 in this poetical proſe. 
T. Wild. Poh ! PU ſoon re-eſtabliſh my credit. But 
I muſt know who this girl is. Hark ye, Papillion, 
could not you contrive to pump out of her footman— I 
ſee there he ſtands—the name of his miſtreſs ? 
Pap. I willtry. [ Exit. 
[Wilding retires to the back of the Stage. 
-  - , Enter Sir James Elliot and Servant. 
Sir Fa. Muſic and an entertainment ? 
Ser. 1 Sir. 
Sir Fa. Laſt night, mow the water? 
Ser. Upon the water, laſt night. | 
Sir Fa. Who gave it? | 
Ser. That, Sir, I can't ſay. 
To them Wilding. 
Y. Wild. Sir James Elliot, your moſt devoted. | 
Sir Fa. Ah, my dear Wilding ! you are welcome to 


town. 

. Wild. You will pardon my impatience ;*I inter- 
rupted vou; you ſeem'd upon an intereſting ſubject. 

Sir Ja. Oh, an affair of gallantry. | 

— 112 Of what 99 i 

Sir Ja. A young lady d laſt ni 3 
on . n 2 x 

7. Wild. As how? 

a A band of muſic in boats. | 

d. Were they performers ? 

Sir Fa. The deft. en conducted to Marblehall, 
where ſhe found a magnificent collation. 

. Wild. Well order'd? 
Sir Ja. With elegance. After ſupper a ball; and, to 
E. the night, 'a firework: ppe 

T. Wild. 
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7. Wild. Was the laſt well deſign'd ? * 
Sir Ja. Superb. ; 
Y. Wild. And ha y executed ? 
- Sir Fa. Not a ſingle faux pas. | 

Y. 2 And you don't know who gave 1 

Sir Ja. I can't even gueſs. 

Z. Wild. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sir Ja. Why do you laugh? 

. il. Ha, ha, ha! It was me, 

Sir Ja. You! | | 

Pap. You, Sir! 

Z. Wild. Moi—me. 

Pap. So, fo, ſo; he is enter d again. 

Sir Ja. Why, you are fortunate to find a miſtreſs i in 
fo ſhort a ſpace of time. 

Z. Wild. Short why, man, I have been in London 
theſe fix weeks. 

Pap. O Lord, O Lord! 

Z. Wild. It is true, not caring to. encounter my fa - 
ther, I have rarely ventur'd out but at nights. 

Pap. I can hold no longer. Dear Sir— x 

Y. Wild. Peace, puppy. | | 

Pap. A curb to your poetical vein. 

. Wild. I ſhall curb your impertinence—But Snce 
the ſtory 1s got abroad, I will, my dear friend, treat 
you with all the particulars. 

Sir Fa. I ſhall hear it with pleaſure This is a 
lucky adventure: but he muſt not know he is my rival. 

| [ Afede. 

T. Mild. Why, Sir, between fix and ten my gods 
deſs embarked at Somerſet-ftairs, in one of the compa- 
nies barges, gilt and hung with damaſk, * we 
the occaſion, 

Pap. Mercy on us! 

. Wild. At the cabin-door ſhe was WES by a 

* A beautiful boy, who, in the garb of a Cupid, paid her 
ſome compliments in verſe of my own compoſing. The 
conceits were pretty; alluſions to Venus and the ſea— 
the lady and the Thames —no great matter; but, haw- 
ever, well-tim'd, and, what was better, well taken. 

Sir Fa. Doubtleſs. 


Pap. 2 what a rate he runs ! 4 
| Y. Wild. 
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Z. Wild. As ſoon as we had gained the centre of the 


river, two boats, full of trumpets, freach-borns, and 


other martial muſic, ftrnek-up their ſprightly trains from 
the 'Surry fide, which were echoed by a ſuitable num- 
ber of tutes, Autes, and hautboys, from the oppoſite 
ſhore. In this ſtate, the oars keeping time, we maje- 
ſtically ſail'd along, till the arches of, the New 
gave a pauſe, and an opportunity for an — deſart 
in Dreſden China, by Rahinſon. Here the repaſt clos' d 
with a few favourite airs from Eliza, Tendueci, and the 
—_— 

Pap. Mercy on us! 

Z. Wild. Oppofite Lambeth I had prepared a naval 
engagement, in which Boſcawen's victory over the French 
was repeated: the action was conducted by one of the 
commanders on that expedition, and not a lingle inci- 
dent omitted. . | Sn 

Sir Fa. Surely you exaggerate-a lit 
. Pug) Yew yes, this battle will fink him. 

Z. Vila. True to the letter, upon my honour. I 
ſhan't trouble you with a repetition of our collation, 
ball, feu d'artifice, with the thouſand little incidental 
amuſements that chance or deſign produc'd : it is enough 
to know, that all that could flatter the ſenſes, fire the - 

ination, or uy the . was there pro- 
duc'd in a laviſh abundance. 


| 8 The ſacrifice was, I hockey grateful to your 
. Wild. Upon that ſubje& you muſt pardon my f- 


_ 
Pap. Modeſt creature ! | 
. Sir Ja. I wiſh you joy of your a the pre- 
ſent you will excuſe me. 
T. Wild. Nay, but ſtay and hear the concluGon, 
Sir Fa. For that I ſhall ſeize another occaſion. 
[ Exit. 


Pap. Nobly perform'd, Sir. 
- XY. Wild. Yes, I think happily hit of. 

Pap. May 1 take the liberty to offer one queſtion ? 
T. Wild. Freely. 

Pap. Pray, Sir, are you often viſited with theſe wa- 


. dreams ? 
Y. Wild. 
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Y. Wild. Dreams | what doſt mean by den 

wp in cg mower err nr 

's which, in 9 
— abhſalute tn 

Y. Wild. Why, Papillion, you have but a. paor, nar 
raw, Circ genius. 

Pap. I muſt own, Sir, I have not ſublimity ſufficient 
to reliſh the full fire of your Pindaric, muſe. 

Y. Wild. No; a blebeian' ſout! But I will animate 
thy clay : mark my example, follow my ſteps, and in 
time thou may'ſt rival thy maſter. | 

Pap. Never, never, Sir; I have not. talents to fight 
battles without blows; and give feaſts that don't colt me 
a farthing—Beſides, Sir, to what purpoſe are all theſe 
embelliſhments ? Why tell che lady you have beem in 
London a: year? 

Y. Wild. The better to plead the length, and conſe> 

thy the ſtrengths. 
7 But why, Sir, a jerd 

Y. Wild. How little thow-know'ft of the Got What, 
E ſuppaſe thou would'ſt have me attack. them in mand 
and figure, by a pedantic claſſical quotation, ar a pom 
pous parade of jargon from the ſchools. What, daſt 
think that women are to be got. like degrees? 

Pap. Nay, Sir | 

Z. Wild. No, no; the ſgavoir vivre ia the flcxoe for 
them; the man of war is their man: they muſt be ta- 
ken like towns, by lines of approach, counterſearps, 
angles, trenches, coehorns, and covert-ways 3 then en- 
ter {word-1n-hand, pell-mell ! Oh how they melt at the 
Gothic names of General Swappinback, Count Ronſo- 
mouſky, Prince Montecuculi, and Marſhal F ! 
Men may ſay what they will of their Ovid, their Pe- 
trarch, and their Waller; but I'll undertake ta do more 
buſineſs by the ſingle aid of the London Ganette, than 
by all the aghing, dying, crying  cratchets,. that the 
whole race of.rhymers have ever produced. 

Pap. Very well, Sir, this is all very lively: kd he 
member the travelling pitcher : E don't ane time or 
other, under favour, lie yourſelf into _ confounded 
ſcrajpe, I wilt be content to be 


Z. Wild. Do you think fo, Fapllien ?—And when- 
Vor. II. 0 ever 


\ 


_— —_ = 
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ever that happens, if I don't lie myſelf out of it ag: 

hy then I will be content to be erucify'd. An fo, 

along after the TY ſhort, geing out.) Zounds, 

here comes my father! I muſt fly: atch him; Fa- 

ir INIT 
[Bxeunt fparatch.” 


i 5 0 oY R yy 
- Senn A Taverns Heart 1 4 00 


Voung Wilding and Papillion rikug from Jah. 


7 Wild. AD, I had like to have run into the cd 
gentleman's mouth. —- | 
join 8 It is pretty near the ſame thing; for I fav hie 

James Elliot: ſo your arrival 18 No louger a le- 


we; Wild. Why then I muſt loſe my pleaſure, and you 
your preferment : I muſt ſubmit to Ma dull decency of 
a ſober family, and you to the cuſtomary. dutics of 
bruſhing and powdering. But I was ſo flutter'd at 
meeting my father, that I forgot _ fair: mins 
who is ſhe? _ 
Pap. There were two. | 
TY Wild. That I ſaw? 
On From her footman Llearnt her name was Cos. 
Y Wild. And bs fortune ? 
- Pap. Immenſe. 
TY Wild. Single, I hope? 
Pap. Certainly. - 
IT Wild. Then will 1 have her. * 
- Pap. What, whether the will or no? 
XY Wild. Yes. 
| Pap. How will you manage chat? els 
＋ Wild. By making it impoſſible for Ds dai 
any one elſe. 
Pap. I don't underſtand you, Sir. 
2 Wild, Oh, I ſhall only have recourſe to that talent 
you ſo mightily admire. Yow will ſee, by the circula- 
tion of a few anecdotes, r wil get rid of my 
rivals. 
| Pap. 
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Pap. Az the expence of the lady's reputation, per- 
ha 

Y Wild. That will be as it happens. 

Pap. And have you no qualms, Sir „ 

Al Wild. Why, where's the injury? 

þ.; No injury to ruin her fame ! 

Yr 2 1 al deore it to her again. 

Pap. How? 

TY Wild. Turn tinker, and mend it myſelf: 

Pap. Which way ? 

Y Wild. The old way 3 ſolder it by marriage : chat, 
you know, is the modern ſalve for every fore, : 

Enter Waiter. _- 
Wait, An cldedy gentlemat to inquire for Me Wild: 


5 ith For me what ſort of a being is it? 

Wait. Being, Sir! 

Y Wild. Ay; how is hedreſs#'d? © 
Wait. In a tye-wig and ſnuff-colour'd coat. 

Pap. Zooks, Sir, it is your father. 

Y Wild. Show him up. CExit Waiter. 


Pap. And what muſt I do? 
＋ Wild. Recover your broken Engliſh, N 
Eater Old Wilding. 


your rank: I have a reaſon for it. 

O Wild. Your ſervant, Sir: you are kites to 

town. | 

7 Wild. You have juſt prevented me, Sir t. 1 ves 
preparing to pay my duty to you. 

0 Wilt If you thought it a duty, you ſhould, I think, | 
have ſooner Gicharged it. | 

TY Wild. Sir! 

0 Wild. Was it quite fo decent, a to be ſix weeks 
in town, and conceal yourſelf only from me? 

Y Wild. Six weeks | I have ſcarce been fix hours. | 

O Wild. Come, come; I am better inform'd. 

Y Wild. Indeed, Sir, you. are ienpos'd upon. This 
gentleman (whom firſt give me leave to have the honour 
f introducing to you), this, Sir, is the Marquis dg 
Chatteau Briant, of an ancient houſe in Britany; who, 

ar g Ay A choſe to make 1e bong 
<Q: 35: een TO 
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ſome time the place of his reſidence, where I had the 
happineſs of his acquaintance. 

0 Wild. Does be fpeak Engliſh? 

Y Wild. Not fiuently, but underſtands it perſeckly. 

Pap. Pray, Sir 

O Wild. 25 ſervices, Sir, that I can Ranges 
here, you may readily command. 

Pap. Beaucoup d'honeur. 

Y Wild. This gentleman, I fay, Sir, whoſe quilicy 
- country Ar ſufficient ſecurities for his veraofty, will 

ure yan, yeſterday we left Oxford together. 

0 Walk Indeed! * 

Pap. C'eſt vra. * 

. .O Wald. This is amazing. 1 ww at the ſame time 
jnform's of another circumſtance too, that, I confeſs, 
made mea little uneaſy, as it interfer'd with a favourite 
ſcheme of my own, 

TY Wild. What could that be; pray, Sir? 


O Wild, That you lad” concrir'd a. vilent ie 
for a fair lady. 


TY Wild. | 
O Wild. Ang had given her we il wr ex- 


Penſtve proofs of your puſſion. 
Z Wild. Me, Sir! | 


Y Wild. Monſieur le Marquis A 0 Sir who 
could tell you all this ? 10 T5 

O Wild. An old friend of your's. * 

T Wild. His name, if you pleaſe. 

O Wild. Sir James Elliot. 

Y Wild. Yes; 1 thought he was the man. 

O Wild. Your reaſon. 

Y Wild. Why, Sir, though Sir James Eliot has a 
De and is upon the whole a va- 
uable man, yet he hus one fault which has long deter- 

mined me to drop bis acquaintance. 

Nm. What may that be? ? 
_T Wild. Why you can't, Sir, be a firanger do his 
Kill In thie traveler's talent ? 
How ! 
7 Wild. Oh, notorious to a proverb,—— His * 
who 


who are. tender of his fame, gloſs over his foible, by 
calling him an agreeable noveliſt ; and ſo he is with a 
vengeance. Why, he will tell ye more lies in an hour, 
than all the eye. waa n will publiſh 
in a rear. 9927 44 VF 114 2a bill. es e me! 5 Lk 
0 Wi 1d. Indeed! 
_ I Wild. Oh, he is the modern Mandeville at Oxfard: 
he was always diſtinguiſhed. by the * Neue 
of the Bouncer. rey » 
0 Wild. Amazing! 4 avert * * 
ii Lord, Sir, be i ſo Wy . in his 
own county,, that at the laſt Hereford affize,' A cauſe, 
as clear as the ſun, was abſolutely thrown AWAY an his > 
being merely mentioned as a witneſs... j 
0 Wild.. A ſtrange turn“ 
Y Wild. Unaccountable.. ' Buy there, 1 think, they | 
went à little too far; for, if it had come to an oath,. 
1 don't think he would haze boyned neither ; but in 
common occurrences, there is no repeating! after him 
Indeed, my great. reaſon for dropping him 9 23 
my credit begs to.be e falpeldeſ tau. 4 
Pap. Poor gentleman ! >... 
O Wild. Why, I * of him... [i 
Y Wild. That may be: But can there be a: | 
proof, of his practice thaw the: flam be has been telling. 
you of fire-works, and the Lord- -knows-what ?,, And 
dare ſwear; Sit, he. was very * b. f in nde 
ſcription. 5 eee 
- 0 Wild.: Extremely, 
Mild. Ves, that wut 4 — . ps A ele 
of truth from the beginning to the ending, Marquis? 
Pap. Qh, dat is all a fiction, upon mine honour. 
. Wild: Wu ſee, Sir 
0. Mild. Cleariy: La ręally can't help. pitying the 
poor man. I haxe heard of. people, ha, by long ha-. 
bit, become à kind. of conſtitutional lars. 
3 our e nul, 


1 


Pas. 'm ſure. it j way 
*0 1. Wall. . N12 4 we ſhall tas 3 


evening 


og maT ann. appointment F 57 
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of his countrymen, which I have promie'd to tend: 
defies, Sir, as he is an entire ranger in town, he may | 


bor 4 yen 
Where can I fee you in ber 1 
. ren in which por re Germ 


Pape Votre ſerviteur tres bumble. 


{Exit Old Wildin | 

Y Wild. 80, $6, Papillion, that Anse 16 Bs 
W — James for his tattling. 

ap in _ But are not 

afraid of the conſequence ? #z 

3 1 dend vomprebend you. 

A future explanation 9 

6 2 That may embarraſs : but the b 
1 warrant den ding m yief off. 

- Pap. It is in vain for me to adviſe. 
Y Wild. Why, co ſay truth, ! do begin te Sad my 
ſyſtem attended with danger. Give me your hand, Pa- 

I wilreform. - 

Pap. Ah, Sir! 

TY Wild. | poſitively will Why, thispraice may i 
e Tint 2 well done already. Afide.)— 

t ĩs pretty 

Ay, think of that, Sir. k 

Y Wild. Well, if I don't turn out the mereſt dull 
matter-of fact fellow wh) But, Papillion, I muſt ſcribble 
ä werent * I think her name i 
: her dather, an India governor ſhut 
. —_—_ ke room at Calcutta, left her all his wealth: 

Eves near Miſs — ———ů— 

Y Wi. A governor ?—Qh ho %—Buſhels of rupees 

and pecks of pagodas, I ecken. Well, 1 long tobe 
e the old. gentleman will foon return: 

I will haiten to finiſh my letter. —But, Papillion, what 


could my father mean by a vifit in which 1 am deeply 
Pl can't 


7 Wild. 14 CCB. 
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1 now reſiding in Groſvenor- ſquare. 
1 won't tell her a word of a Be. Fe 
2 You won't, Sir? 

Y Wild. No; Þ wvcis be agkiibg tonite 
lady. No; I will be open, candid, and fincere. | 
on And if you are, it will be the firſt tame.” | 
[Eneurt. 


| Enter Grantam and Mi Godfrey. 
| M God. aeg t —— ? 


M Gr. Prodigiouſly! Oh, I'm quite in love with 
— — wonder who he is: he can't have been 

lag 20g town : A young fellow of his <afy impudence 

have re 

V God. By way of amuſement he 
acquaintance ; but you can't Carty ke way uy 
ferious deſigns upon him? 

M Gr. Indeed but I have. 

M God. And poor Sir James Ellie isto be diſcarded 


" at once? 


M. Gr. Oh, no! 

M Ged. What is your invention favegurd ts Mat 

M Cr. Hey —I can't tell you. Perhaps, if I don't 
like this new man better, F'may marry him. 


M Ged. Thou art a ſtrange giddy 
Mr. Quite the reverſe; a 3 


dence; why, _ you have me eſs careful of wy pere 


fon than my 
M God. 2 


M Gr. Why, I . d, wry fortune being Th Wo- 


ney, I have ſome in Indi Tome in the bank, 
ſome on this loan, Tome on the other: ſo that if one 
fund fails, I have a ſure reſouroe in the reſt. 
Do ARR AS AY 
| ell, my dear, 0 my love 
—— . 
me.—if we ſhould quarrel—if, if .—or in ſhort, any 
of the ifs ſhould happen which you know break en- 
gagements every day, why, by this means I'ſhall be ne- 
3 
M God. Quite provident. Well, and pray on how 
— ̃ vou ut prefent plac'd ont 
A Er. 


1 

2 
4 
| 
| 
| 
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— 
—— — 


—V — — 


33 
— 8 — 


— 
* 9 
* $4 ks 


—_— 


-—o- — 
—— —— — .. — — p —— — — — 
a * — — —— = 
. a N — . 7 >. l 
— 0 a D — — 
- — . 8 
IL — 


M Gr. Three: The ſober Sir James Elliot; the new 
America - man 3 and this mornig I rn 
poſal from an old friend of my father. 

— M Gad. Mr Wilding? 8 

M Gr. Yes 3 but I don't reckon _— oops him. 
for you know, my dear, what can I do with an auk- 
ward, raw, college cub ? Though, upon ſecond thoughts, 


that mayn't be too bad neither; — I muſt have the 


2 ny he may be Sur peru 


F d 
x I, ; 
. of * 14 


Bieter @ Serrant. 
. ” Mr Wilding, Madam: 114 
Mr. Show him ie. [Exit Servant IYovaccdoct 
go, my dear; we have no particular buſineſs. | _ 
M Cod. kun now, nnen. 


fineſs. | 
Enter Old Wilding. bolt 536 

Q Wild. Ladies, your ſervant. I wait upon you, 
Madam, with a requeſt from my fon, that he may be 
permitted the honour of kiſſing your hand. 0 

MG,. Vour ſon is in towu then? a 
_ 0 Wild. He came laſt night, Ma” am; and. though but 
juſt from the univerſity, I think I may venture to af. 
firm, with as little the air of a pedant ag—— - 
Gr. I don t, Mr Wilding, queſtion the accom- 
pliſhments of your fon ;, and. ſhall own too, that his be; 
ing deſcended from the old friend of my der is 06000 
the ſtrongeſt recommendation. BY 

oO Wild; You hogour me, Madam. ? 

Mr. But, Sir, I have ſomething to 5 


$y oo © Wild. Pray, Madam, ſpeak. out; it is impoſſible to 


be too explicit on theſe important. occaſions. 
M Gr. Why then, Sir, to a man of your wiſdom 


and experience I need not. obſerve, that the loſs of a 


parent to counſel and direct at this ſolemn oriſis, ne 
en ee ee greenery wander pn 


0 Will. PerfeRly right, Mam. * 

M Gr. We live, Sir, in a very cenſorious. world :. x a 
woman can't be 'too+ much on her guard; nor 
I chooſe to admit any man in the quality of a 
a ———— — Talk 

714. 


r 


© Wild. Of a more intimate connection. I hope, 5 


Madam, you have heard nothing to the diſad vantage of 
ſon. 

M Gr. Not a ſyllable : but you know, Sir, thareae 
ſuch things in nature as unaccountable antipathies, aver- 
ſons, that we take at firſt fight. I mould be be glad there 
could be no danger uf that. 

O Wild. 1 underſtand you, Madam: you ſhall have 
all the ſatisfaction imaginable; Jack is to meet me im · 
mediately ; I will conduct him under your window and 
if his figure has the misfortune to difpleaſe, 1 will take 
care his addreſſes ſhall never offend you. Your moſt 
obedient ſervant. LEExit. 

M Gr. Nou, there 3s a polite, fenfible, old father for 


7% God. Yes; and a very diſcreet, prudent daughter 
he is Hkely to have. Oh, you ave u great hypocrite, 


Kitty. 

| Enter a= Servant. - 
Ser. A letber for you, Madam. To N < 
Sir James Elliot to wait on your 177 5 


3 —_ £ 
I hope he won't fy here. He 
— 2 ſeems entirely wrapt up in difmals : 
What can be the matter now? | 
| Enter Sir James „ 
Ser In gdovor, I the 
Ma” er lg by ous health. —_— 


M Gr. Very obliging. I hope, Sir, you receiꝰ'd a 


zecount. 

Sir Fa. I did not know but you might have caught 
cold laſt night. 

M Gr. Cold! why, Sir, I bope. I dida't Deep with 
my rc window open. 

Sir Ja. Ma'am! 

M ir! 

Sir Ja. No, Ma'am ; but it was rather hazardous e 
fiay ſo late upon the water. 

M Gr. Upon the water! 

Sir Fa. Not but the variety of amufements, — 
be own'd, were a ſufficient temptation. 

Gr. What can he be driving at now? 


Sir 


* 
2 — —— ä—— „„ „„ 
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Sir Ja. And pray, Madam, what think you of Young 
Wilding ? is not he a gay, agreeable, ſprightly— 
1 M Gr. I never give my opinion of people I don't 
now. 
Sir Fa. You don't know him ! 
M * No. | 
Sir Fa. And his father I did not meet at your door 
M , Moſt likely you did.. 
Sir Fa. I am glad you own aer however: But 08 
the ſon, you never 
Mr -'y Set eyes upon him. 
* Sir Ja. Really? 
Mr. — 
Sir Ja. Finely ſupported. Now, Madam, do you 
A _ one of us is juſt going to make a very ridicu- 


1 Ge. Bir, Lasset had the leaſt doubt of your ta- 
he for excelling in that way. 

Sir Fa. Ma'am, you do me honour : but it does not 
| happen to fall to my lot upon this occaſion, however. 
-M Gr. And that is a wonder !-—What, then I am to 
be the fool of the comedy, I ſuppoſe ? 


Sir Fa. Admirably rally'd! But I ſhall daſh the 
fpirit of that triumphant laugh. 
M Gr. I dare Nike 8 come on, Sir. 


Sir Fa. Know then, and bluſh, if you are not as loſt 

to ſhame as dead to decency, that I am no ſtranger to 
all laſt night's tranſactions. 

M Gr. Indeed! | 

Sir Fa. From your firſt enterin at Somer- 
ſet-houſe, to your laſt landing at tk | 

MG. Surpriſing ! 

Sir 755 Cupids, collations, feaſts, anke, all have 
reach'd me. 
M Gr. Why, you deal in magic. 
4 * Ja. My intelligence is as natural as it is infal- 


| M Gr. May I be indulg'd with the name of your i in- 
former * 

Sir Ja. Freely, Madam. Only the very individual 

ſpark to whoſe 22 you were indebted for this gallant 


uſiom 
8 M Gr. 


ThE LNA 167 


M Gr. But his name? 
* Voung Wilding. | 
You had this ſtory from him ? 2, 

Sir Fa. I had. _ | 

M Gr. From Wilding bat is amaning. TY 

Sir Ja. Oh ho! what, you are confounded at laſt ! 
and no evaſion, no ſubterfuge, no— 

M Gr. Look ye, Sir James what you can mean by 
this ſtrange ſtory, and very extraordinary behaviour, it. 
is impoſſible for me to conceive 3; but if it is meant as an 
artifice to palliate your infidelity to me, leſs pains would 
have anſwer'd your purpoſe. 

- Sir Fa. Oh, Madam, I know you are provided. 
MG.. Matchleſs infolence ! As you can't expect 
that I ſhould' be prodigiouſly pleas'd with the ſubject of _ 
_ viſit, you won't be ſurpris'd at wy wiſhing it as ſhort 

ble. 

ir Fa. I don't wonder you feel at my preſence; 
but 2 may reſt ſecure you will — no interruption 
for me; and I really think it would be pity to part two 
people ſo exactly formed for each other. Your Lady- 
ſhip's ſervant. [ Going. ]—But,, Madam, though your 
ſex ſecures you from any farther reſentment, yet the 
preſent object of your favour may have ſomething to fear. 
LExit. 

Mr. Very well. Now, my dear, I hope you will 
acknowledge the prudence of my plan. To what a 
pretty condition 1 muſt have been reduc'd, if my heres 
had reſted upon one lover alone ! 

M God. But are you ſure that your method to mul- 
tiply may not be the means to | reduce the number of 
your ſlaves? 

M Gr. Impoſſible !—Why, can't you diſcern that this 
flam of Sir James Elliot's is a mere fetch to favour his 
retreat 

M God. And you never ſaw Wilding? | 

M Gr. Never. 

M God. There is ſome myſtery in this. I have, toog 
Prod in my hand, another mortification that you 1 en· 

ure. 


Mr. Of what kind? 


* 


M God. 


16 EL L Y STK 
M God. A little allied to the laſt: it is from the mi- 
litary ſpark you met this morning. 
M G. What are the contents? 
M Gad. Only a formal declaration of love: 
M Gr. Wh, you did not ſee him. 
| M God ——— 
M Gr. Might I peruſe it “ Battles — no wounds 


fo fatal—canmnon-balk—Cupid—ſpring a mine—cruelty 
ie on a — 


| 2 * I is addreſs'd to you. 
God. I told you ſo. 


M Gr. You will pardon me, my dear; but I really 

can't compliment you upon the ſuppoſition of a conqueſt 
at my expenee. 

M God. That would be enough to make me vain : 


But why da you think it was fo impoſſible ? 


M Gr. And do you poſitively want a reaſon ? 

M God. Pofttively. 

M Gr. Why, then, I ſhall refer you for an anſwer 
to a faithful counſellor and moſt accompliſh'd critic. 

M God. Who may that be ? 

M Gr. The mirror upon your toilette. 

M God. Perhaps you may differ in judgment. 

- M Gr. Why, — ſewer? 
M Ged. I can't ſay I think that neceſſary. 

M Gr. Saucy enough !—But come, child, don't let 
us quarred upo x ſo whimſical an occafion ; time will ex- 
plain the whole. You will favour me with your opinion 
of Young Wilding at b., window. 

God. I attend | 

M Gr. You will — me, my dear, che little hint 
I dropt; it was meant merely to ſerve you ; for indeed, 
child, there is no quality ſo inſufferable in a- young wo- 
man as ſelf conceit and vanity. 

God. You are molt prodigiouſly obligin 

M Gr. I'll follow you, Miſs 2 ws Godfrey.] 
Pert thing !—She grows immoderately ugly. I always 
thought her aukward, but the is now an abfolute fright. 

M God. (within. ) Mis, * your hero's 
at hand. 7 
M Gr. I come. 5 2 
Ged. As I live, the very individual — 

1 M Gr. 
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1 Gr, No, ſure !—Oh Lord, let me have n peep. 
M God. It is he, it is he, it is he! | 
Enter Old Wilding, Young Wilding, and Papillion. 
O Wild. There, Marquis, you muſt pardon me; for 
though Paris be more compact, * ſurely London co- 


vers a much greater quantity. Jack, look at that 
corner-houſe; how d' ye like it ? | 


7. Wil Very well; 3 but I doo'r fee any thing extra- 
0 Wis. 1 wiſh, though, you were the maſter of what 


it contains. 

Y Wild. What may that be, Bir. + reel 

O Wild. The miſtreſs, you rogue yon + a fine 
and an immenſe fortune; ay. un ade Gf ble 
wench into the bargaiu. | 

Y Wild. Time enough yet, Sin,. Ran eis 

O Wild. I don't ſee that: You are, ad, the laft of 
our race, and I ſhould be glad to 4 ome error ng 
its continuance. 

Yr Wild, Suppoſe, Sir, you were to repeat pour en- 
deavours, you have cordially my conſent. | 

O Wild. No; rather too late in life for that experi. 
ment. 

Y Wild. Why, Sir, uk erben di- 
tion to me, that you diſapprove of yourſelf? 

O Wild. Why, firrah, I have done my duty to the 
public and my family, by 1 Nn Sir, it 
is incumbent on you to diſcharge your: debt. 

Y Wild. In the college cant, I "hall beg ewe to tick 
a little longer. 

O Wild. Why, then, to be feriaud;3 toms this - is the 
very buſineſs I wanted to talk with you about. In a 
word, I wiſh you married; and by providing the lady 
of that manſion. for the purpoſe, [ have proved _— 
beth a father andia friend. 

Mila. Far be it (rom me to queſtion your care; yet 
9 reparation for ſo important a change —— 
ild. Oh, I will allow you a week. 

2 Mild. A little more knowledge of the world.” 

il. That you may ſtudy at leiſure. 

XY Wild. Now all re in arms, my bor tot to 
ſerve my country abroad. 

Vor. II. P 0 Wild. 


- 
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© Mud. Vou will be full as oſeful to it by reeruiting 
her ſubjects at home. 
ill. You are then reſolv "42 | 
O Wild. Fix'd. 1-4 
Mild.  Pofitively ? ? 
O Wild. — 
Y Wild. No prayers—— 
Oil. Can move me. | TY 
Y Wild. How the deuce — — I out of this foil ? 
| [Aſide] ]—But ſuppoſe, Sir, there be an unſur- | 


"0 Wild. File Oh ben — that to me 3 Tam 
an excellent eaſuiſt. 
Y Wild. But I fay, Sir, if it ſhould be impoſſible 

to obey your commands ? 
O Wild. Impoſſible I don't underſtand you, 
Y Wild. Oh, Sir! — But on wy knees firſt let me 
crave your Jon, 
O Wild. Pardon! for what? 
T. Wild. 1 fear n loſt all title to your future f. 
vour. 
- 0 Wd. Which way 
Y Wild. I have 4 a deed 
o u Let's hear it. | 
Y Wild. At Abington, in the ny Berks, 
O Wild. Well? 
Y Wild. T am —— 
O Wild. What? FH 
Tui. Already married. 
O Wild. Married! 
Pap. Married! 
XY Wild. Married. | | 
O Wild And without my conſent ? 
Mid. Compell'd; fatally forc'd.' Oh, Sir, did 
you but know all the ciccumiiaanes of my fad, ſad ſtory, 
your rage would ſoon convert itſelf to pity. 
O Vid. What an unlucky event l But riſe, and let 
me hear it all. 5 
Y Wild, The ſhame and confufion I now feel renders 
that taſk at preſent impoſſible : I muſt therefore rely for 
the relation on the good offices of this faithful friend. 
Pap Me, - Sir! I never heard one word 3 | 


/ 
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0 Wild. Come, Marquis, favour me with the yanti- 


culars. 

Pap. Upon my vard, Sire, dis affair a fo ſhock me, 
dat I am almoſt as incapable to tell de tale as your fon. 
—[To Young Wilding. ]J—Dry-a your tears. "ens 
can I ſay, Sir 

Y Will. +4 thing. —Oh !|— Seems to * 

Pap. You ſee, Sire. e 5 

© Wild. Your. kind concern at the misfortunes of my 
family, calls for the moſt grateful acknowledgment. 

Pap. Dis is great misfortunes, ſans doute. ; 

O Wild. But if you, a ſtranger, are thus affected / 
what muſt a father feel? 

Pap. Oh, beaucoup, great deal more. : 
| O Wild. But ſince the evil is without a remedy, let 

us know the worſt at once. Well, Sir, at Abington ? 

Pap. Yes, at Abington. 

O Wild. In the county of Berks ? 

Pap. Dat is ri bt, rn 

Vid. Oh, g 

O Wild. Ab, Jack, Jack ! are all my hopes then— 
r. yet it ds Ling who is 


ir? 
_ NB Sir — [Aide to Y erb — 
Who ſhall I lay? n 
| 1 * 8. 1 ſa ward. 
_ Pap. For can't m 
O Wild. Her * 1 * : 
Pap. Pas — condition; dat is to be ſure. But 


dere is no help ¶ Ade to Young Wilding. . Iam 
quite a- 2 


O Wild. Ves, I read my ſhame in his reſerve: ſame 
Wyn; + 
8 Vat you call huſſeyß? | 
ild. Or perhaps ſome common creature. But I'm | 
ard to her the wor: 
ap. Have you no mercy | 
Y Wild. Pi ftep to your relief, Sir. An 
Pap. O Lord, a happy deliverance, $ 
Y Wild. Though it 1s almoſt death for me to ſpeak, 
W enen een 
2 r 
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ſuffer by my filence. She is, Sir, of an ancient houſe 
and unblemiſhed character. 8 
on. Tut is ſomething. S* 
Y. Wild. And thongh her fortone may to be qual 
to the warm wiſhes 3 vet l 
O Wild. Her name? +6 
Y Wild: Miſs Lydia Sybthorp. 
5 O Wild. Sybthorp——1 never heard of the name, — 
ut 
? TY Wild. The latter end of laſt long vacation, I went 
with Sir James Elliot to paſs a few days at a new pur- 
chaſe” of his near Abington. There, at an aſſembly, it 
was my chance to meet and dance with this lady. | 
0 Wild. Is ſhe handſome ? — 
i. Oh, Sir, more beautiful 
0 Wild.” Nay, no raptures; but goon. 
Mild. But to her beauty the adds fa chat char 
bility, and diſcretion ; unleſs ſhe forfeited that 
ter by fixing Her affe&ion-on me. 
O Wild. Modeſtly obſerved. 
| ＋ Wild. I was deterr'd from 2 public Ab of 
% my paſſion, dreading the ſcantinefs of her fortune would 
prove ms odjection to you. Some Private interviews ſhe 
rmit 
"I Wild. Was that ſo decent But love and prudence, 
- madneſs and reaſon. 
Y Hill. One fatal evening, the twentieth of Sep- 
1 ber, if I miſtake not, we were in a retir'd room, 
ntly excha ing mutual vows; when her father, 
— 5 we expected to ſup abroad, came ſuddenly = 
us. I had juſt time to conceal myſelf in 1 cloſet. 
O Wild; What, unobſerved by him? 
- XY Wild. Entirely. But as my ill ſtars would have it, 
a cat, of whom iy wife is vaſtly fond, had a few days 
before lodged a litter of "kittens in the ſame place: 1 
unhappily trod upon one of the brood'; which fo provo- 
ked the implacable mother, that ſhe flew at me with the 


* of a ti 
Wild. 4 obſerv'd thoſe creatures very fierce i in 
defence of their young. | 
* Pap. I ſhall hate a cat as long as x love. 
 T Wild. The noiſe rous'd the old gentleman's atten- 


tion: 
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enen 


_ 
Unlucky = 0 


7 ild. I rult'd to the r | 


Clipt at the top of the ſtairs, and down I came tumbling 
to the bottom ; the piſtol in my hand went off by acci- 
dent; this alarm'd her three brothers in the parlour, 
who, with all their ſervants, ruſh'd with united force 
upon me. | 

0 Wild. And ſo ſurpriz'd you? | 

Y Wild. No, Sir; with my ſword I for ſome time 
made a gallant defence, and ſhould have inevitably 
eſcap'd, but a raw-bon'd, over-grown, clumſy cook 
wench, itruck at my ſword with a kitchen-poker, broke 
it in two, and compell'd me to ſurrenger at W : 
the conſequence of which is obvious enough. - 

O Vila. Natural. The lady's reputation, your con- 
dition, her beauty, your love, all ar to 4 
_— an 2 meaſure. th 

id. May I hope, then, you rather thiok n me un- 
Gs than culpable ? : 


Mild. Why, your ſituation is a ſufficient excuſe”: - 


all I blame you for is, your keeping it a ſecret from-me. 
With Miſs Grantam I ſhall make an aukward figure ; 
but'the beſt apology is the truth: I'll haſten and explain 
- 2 her all—Oh, Jack, Jack, this is a mortifying bu- 
neſs, L 

Y Wild. Moſt melaneboly. | [Exit Old Wilding. 

Pap. I am amaz'd, Sir, that you g i YT 
<onceal'd this tranſaction from me. 1 | 

I Wild. Heyday ! what, do you — ithoo ? 

. er why, is not the ſtory of the mar- 

e true 
Mild. Not a ſyllable. 

Pap. And the cat, and the piſtol, and « 2881 . 

* Mild. All invention. And were you really N 
8 | 

Pap. Lord, Sir, how was it poſſible to avoid it? 
Mercy on us! what a collection of circumſtances have 
you crowded ivgether ! 

T Wild, Genius the * eee of genius, W 
* 3 | 


- 


— 
— 
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lion. But to deceive you who ſo thoroughly know 


. 


Pap. But to. preyent that for the future, could you 
not Juſt give your _—_— 4 ie * hint when you are 
bent upon bouncin 8 ou recollect 
fit'd refotition to em | F AY 

TY Wild. Ay, as'to matter of fancy, the mere ſport 
and frolie of invention : bat in caſe 'necefſity—why, 
Miſs Godfrey was at ſtake, and I was forc'd to uſe all 


Enter Servant. a Th 

Ser. Two letters, Sir. Eri. 

3 are two things, in my conſcience, my 

maſter never want; a lie, and a read ex- 
cuſe for telling of it. CAKE f 
- T Wild. Hum! buſineſs begins to thicken npon us: 
A challenge from Sir James Elliot, and a rendezvous 
from the pretty E They ſhall both hy ob. 
ſerv'd, but 4 in their order; * lady firſt. 

me Tee—T have not been twenty hours in town, and I 
have already got a Gul, a miſtreſs, and a wife? 


my fineſſe. 


now if I can but get en in a chancery-ſuit, I ſhall 
have my hands pretty 1 57 em en. Come, Pa- 
race we have no time to be i 3 
Falte 1's | at =. 
A CT i. 


© ©, * + Miſs Grantam and Miſs. Godfrey. 
I my word, Miſs Grantam, this is 
but an idle piece of curioſity: 283 
the man 7 already-iſpos'd of and therefore— * 
M. Gr. That is true, my dear; but there iv in this 
affair ſome myſtery, that I muſt and will have _ 


OA: God eee rome, 1 aww A. be 


© You can't brook that this ſpark, though even a mar- 


«© ried man, ſhould throw off his allegiance to you, ws 
enter a volunteer in my ſervice. 
Mer. And fo you take the fag for grained Þ 
M. God. Have I not his letter? | — 
9 6 * ® 


This ſcene is omitted as when the piece I» done 35 a farce, 
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© M Gr. Conceited creature l fancy 2 Tos 
« vaſt affeQtion for this letter, it is the 8 * the 

« you have ever received. 

© M. God. Nay, my dear, why ſhould you be Nabe 
© at me? the fault is none of mine; I dropt no hand- 
© kerchief; I threw out no lure : the bird came willingly 
to band, you know. * 

M. Gr. Mctaphorical too What, you are ſetting ' 
up for a wit as well as a belle! Why, really, Madam, 
to do you' juſtice, you have full as fine pretenſions to 
one as the other. 

M. God. I fan Madam, the world will not form 
* their judgment 1 either from the report of a diſap- 

« pointed rival. 9 Yah 
M. Gr. Rival! admirably rally'd.—But let me tell 
« you, Madam, this ſort of behaviour, Madam, at your 
own houſe, whatever may be your beauty, is no > great 

proof of your breeding, Madam. 

. Gad. As to that, Ma'amy I hope 1 ſhall eye 
* ſhow a proper reſentment to any infult that is offer'd 
me, let it de in whoſe houſe it will. The affignation, 
Mal am, both time and place, wn of your own con- 
„ triving. ESE any; ap 

M. Gr. Mighty well, Ma'am ! © © 3 

1 God: But if dreading a rüsten, * think 

proper to alter your plan, your chair, 1 believe, is in 
« waiting. 

« M. Gr. It l. Ilan f e 16-46 0 
« what, that was your ſcheme! but it won't take, Miſs: 
* the contrivance is a little too ſhallow. 

M. God. I don't underſtand you. 

M. Gr. Cunning creature! 80 all this Mäcbeges 
was concerted, it ſeems; a plot to drive me out of 
the houſe, that you might have the fellow all to your- 
* ſelf; but I have a regard for your character, though 
« you neglect it. Fie, Miſs, a Feen for = marred 
man! I really bluſh for you. © 

M. Gad. And I moſt fincerely pity you, But curb 
« your choler a little: the inquiry you are about to make 

© requires rather I caller ee of mand 2d by | 
* this time the hero is at hand. 

AM. Gr, Mighty well; I oe phage, Die (ib 

< 4 c 


Z — 1 


176 . Y- Ar bv 


© Godfrey, if you really wiſh to be acquitted of all arti- 
© ficial underhand dealings in this affair, ſuffer me in 
* your name to ma interview. 

M. Gad. Mott willingly but he will recolleR your 
© voice, - 

M. Gr. Oh, that is eaſily alter'd. [Enter a maid, 
* who whiſpers Miſs Grantam, and ch is he; 
* but hide yourſelf, Miſs, if you 

M. Ged. Your hood a little Miſs ; you 
© may be known, and then we ſhall have the language 
of politeneſs inflam'd to proofs of a violent oy 

A. Gr. You are prodigio gouly cantons 
Enter Young Wilding, _ CR. 

* Y. Wild. This rendez vous is ſomething in the pp 
© niſh taſte, imported, I ſuppoſe, with the guitar. t 

« preſent, I preſume the —— is confin'd to the Pons 
but it will deſcend; and in a couple of months I ſhall 
not be ſurpris'd to hear an attorney's hackney clerk 
© rouſing at midnight à milliner's prentice, with an 
* Ally, Ally Croker. . But that, if I miſtake not, is the 
« temple ; and ſee my goddeſs herſelf. Miſs en ! 

« M. Gr. Huſh! 

F. Wild. Am I right, Miſs? 

* M. Gr. Softly. You receiv'd. my letter I ſee, Sir. 
. Wild. And flew to the appointment with more— 
M. Gr. No raptures, I beg. But you muſt not 

$ ſuppoſe this meeting meant to encourage your * 

7. Wild. H „ Madam! 12 

M. Gr. Oh, no means, Sir; for though Tann 
« your figure is pleafi and your converſation— 

« M. God. Hold, Miſs; : when did I ever converſe 
« with him? 

M. Gr. Why, did not you ſee him in the park? 

M. God. True, Madam; but the converſation was 
© with you. | 
M. Gr. Bleſs me ! you are very difficult. I fay, 
« Sir, though your perſon may be ee 

« your character —— | 

F. Wild. My character! | | 

| * MGe Omer om, youu bene Lowe ha 


* ee, 


a 
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M. Gr. Your name is Wilding. | 
7. Wild. How the deuce came he by dat! True, 
Madam. 
M. Gr. Pray, have you never heard ef a Miſs 
« Grantam ? | 
. Wild. Frequently. 
M. Gr. You have. And had you never dos 
able thoughts of that lady? Now mind, Miſs. 
. Wild. If you mean as a lover, never.” The lady 
* dime the honour to have a ſmall ene | 
M. God. I hear every word, Miſs. fy. fo | 
R 
ef to — ve n 
told, Sir, that 
be Yes, Ma'am, and very likely by th ad 


— py Rr 1 en 5 
© 7. W % Oh, Madam, 1 have another obligation 
„in niy pogket to er Aer 
charg'd in the mor 1e 


M. Gr. Of what 
. Wild. Why, the la | finding a. an "wy — 
* ſervant of hers a little has thought fit to 
6 rr in order N un 
* his a 
M. Gr. Sir, let me tell you if . al . 
M. God. Have a care, you will yourſelf. 
F. Wild. Oh, the whole Rory will - you infi« 
* nite diverſion : ſuch a farrago of fights and feaſts. But; 
upon my honour, the girl a fertile invention. 
God. So! what, that ſtory was your's 3 was it? 
© Y. Wild. Pray, Madam, don't I hear another voice? 
M. Gr. A diſtant relation of mine. Every fyl- 
able falſe.— But, Sir, we have another charge wan gf; on 
© you. neee rn Abin 
© ton? 
© 7. Wild: Miſs "Grantam again. Yes, Madam, I 
© have ſome knowledge of that lady. 
M. Gr. You have? Well, Sir, and that being the 
« caſe, how could you have the afſurance— 1 
"AM F. Wild. A moment's. patience, Ma am. RI 
« dy, 


* 
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« dy, that Berkſhire lady, will, I can aſſure you, prove 
© nobar tom | 
M. Gr. Rar Sir; no ber? 

+ 7. Wild Not in the kel. Matam; for that lady 

« exiſts in idea only. 

M. Gr. No ſuch perſon ! 

. Wild. A mere creature of the imagination. 

M. Gr. Indeed! 

« XY. Wild. The attacks of Miſs Grantam were ſo 
* powerfully enforc'd too by paternal authority, that 1 
* had no method of avoiding the blow, but by the ſhel- 
« tering myſelf under the conjugal ſhield. 

M. Gr. You are not marry'd then ?—But what cre- 

dit can I give to the profeſſions of a man, who, in an 
arc of ch importance, and to a perſon of ſuch re- 
« 

© Y. Wild. Nay, Madam, ſurely Miſs Godfrey ſhould 
not accuſe me of a crime her own charms have occa- 
* fion'd. Could any other motive, but the fear of loſin 
© her, pravail on me to trifl with a father, or com 
me to infringe thoſe laws which I have hitherto ſo in- 
© yiolably obſerv'd ? 

M. Gr. What laws, Sir? | 
. Wild. The ſacred laws of truth, Ma'am. . 

M. Gr. There, indeed, you did yourſelf an infinite 
« violence.” But when the of the affair. is diſco- 
© ver'd, will it be ſo eaſy to get rid of Miſs Grantam ? 
= ere 
s 


. Wild. Do you or her Madam? | 
| 2. Gr. I have heard of her: Sir, I ſup- 
FTIR oe eee 1 


— "A Wild. gf rag ar wy — 

M. Gr. Brave !—Is ſhe handſome? 
. Wild. Her pain comes from Paris, and ber femme 
« de chambre is an excellent artift. | 

M. Gr. Very well! Her ſhape ? 

F. Wild. Pray, Madam, is not Curzon eſteemed 


s * the beſt da adler for ert rr 
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M. Or. But as to the qualities of her uind; for in- 
« ſtance, her underſtanding ? | | 

. Wild. Uncultivated. 

M. Gr. Her wit? 86 An 

F. Wild. Borrow'd. | DS” 

* M. Gr. Her taſte? 

« Y. Wild. Trifling. 

M. Gr. And her temper ? | 

© Y. Wild. Intolerable. . 

M. Gr. A finiſh'd picture. But come, theſe are 
* not your real thoughts: this is a ſacrifice you think 
© due to the vanity of our ſex. 

. Wild. My honeſt ſentiments: and to convince 
« you how thoroughly indifferent I am- to that lady,. I 
s would, upon my veracity, as ſoon take a wife from the 
Grand Signior's ſeraglio. — Now, mne I hope you 
e And you would not Err to acknowledge 

M. Gr. And you would not ſcruple to 
this before the lady's face? * 

. Wild. The firſt opportunity. | 

M. Gr. That J eil take care to provide you. | Dare 
« you meet me at her houſe ? 

s Y. Wild. When? of 

M. Gr. In half an hour. 

. Wild. But were « declaration ofthis fart appear 
odd at—a— 

M. Gr. Come, no evaſion z your oonduct and cha- 
© rater ſeem to me a little W os and I STAY 
© on this proof at leaſt of — 

© 7. Wild. You ſhall have it. 7 

M. Gr. In half an hour? 

* Y. Wild. This inſtant. th 

M. Gr. Be punctual. | 

. Wild. Or may I forfeit y W dad 

M. Gr. Very well; till * Sir, adieu.—Now I 
think J have my ſpark in the toil; and if the fellow 
* has any feeling, if I don't make him ſmart for every 
« article——Come, my dear, I ſhall ſtand in need of 
your aid. _[Exeunt. 

F. Wild. So, I am now, I think, *arriv'd at a crÞ> 
« tical period. If I can but weather this point—But 
hy ſhould I doubt it? it is in the day of di 22 

2 | 4 4 
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« that a great man diſplays his abilities. Dit I ſhall 
want Papillion; where can the puppy be? 
© Enter Papillion. 

© Y. Wild. So, Sir, where have you been rambling ? 

© Pap. I did not ſuppoſe you'would want— - 

© Y. Wild. Want !—you are always out of the way. 
Here have I been forc'd to tell forty lies upon my own _ 
« credit, and not a ſingle ſoul to neh for the truth of 
them. 

Pap. Lord, Sir, you e 
- T. Wilk Do taieaicte with mater iapologiers- but 
© it is lucky for you that I want your Come 
4 with me to Miſs Grantam's. 

* Pap. On what occaſion? 

J. Wild. — ee AIR but PU prepare you 

„as we walk. 

© Pap. Sir, I am really—1 could wiſh you would be 
. as to- 

Mild. What, deſert your friend. in the heat of 

« battle! Oh, you poltroon! 
Pap. Sir, 1 would do r thisgs nn 
© have not talents. 

. Wild. I do; and for my own fake ſhall not taik 
© them too high. 

Pap. Now I ſuppoſe the hour is come when ve tal 

© pay for all. 

F. Wild. Why, what a daſtardly, Ne- dated 
'* But come, Papillion, this ſhall be your laſt campaign. 
© Don't droop, man; confide in your leader, and re- 
c member, Sub auſdice Teucro nil deſperandum. Ran. 


* SCENE, A Room. 


Enter a Servant, conducting in Old Wilding. 


Serv. My lady, Sir, will be at home immediately. 
ts Jones Elliot is in the next room waiting her re-- 


Wild. Pray; honeſt friend, will you tell Sir James 
8 I beg the favour of a word with him. [Exit Ser. ] 
"This 9 boy ! Half the e of wy life has 
| been 
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been to plan this ſcheme for his happineſs, and in one 
heedleſs hour has he mangled all. 

Enter 2 Elliot. _—_ 2 
Sir, I aſk on; but ſo in ng a ſub · 
ject, 1 222 excuſe —— =_ Sir, 
er ein credit is the family'elf the 5 BT MF Derk- 
ſhire ? 

Sir Ja. Sir! 

0 2 — wguypany's that I as not. 
ſo ſolicitous about; but as to their character: Do they 
live in reputation? Are they reſpected in the omg. 
A "Th family of th l 

Sir Ja. The the 

O Wild. Of the ==" rote: by 

Sir 7a. Really I don't know, Sir. - 

.-O Wild. Not know! | 
- Sir Fa. No; it is the very firſt time I ever heard of 
the name. ö 

O Wild. How ſteadily he denies it! Well done, ba- 
ronet! I find Jack's account was a juſt one. E 
Pray, Sir James, recolle& yourſelf. 

Sir Fa. It will be to no purpoſe, 

'- 6G Wild. Come, Sir, your motive for this affected! ig- 
norance: is à generous, but unneceſſary proof of your 
friend{hi for my ſon : but I know the whole affair. 

Si. Ja. What affair? TR 

2 Fl, ack's marriage. + 


Sir Jack ? 
0 Wi My 0h Jack. 
s ir Ja. Is he marry'd? 
2 Is he — 'd? why, you know he is. 
Er a. Not I, upon my 
O Wild. Nay, "that is going a little: too far : but te 
—_— all your A at once, he has Aer it W: 


"Ss . He has ! 
2 Ay, ay, to me. "REN s Co- 
ing = your new purchaſe at Abington—meeting Lydia | 
— Sydthorpe at the afſembly—their private interviews 


furpris'd by the tather—piſtol—poker—and ow pe : of 


in ſhort, every particular, 


Sir Ja. And this account ou had from mt 
vor 1 II. Q our 0 
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: © Wild. From Jack; n 
Sir Ja. I wiſh you joy, Sir. | 
O Wild. 3 r of that, I believe. able 
. 7 yz Sir, does the ne. e you? 
. 4 . Then e er make yourſelf > 
ir Fa. I ma 
T7 ld. hy ſo? en a r * 
ou have got, Sir, the mo prudent h. 
5 in the Bath dominions. | davg 
2 Mild. r happy to hear it. E 
ir Ja. For tho ſhe mayn't e brought 
much, To ſure ſhe'll not coſt — a W 42 
0 Wild. Ay 3 exactly Jack's account. 
Sir Fa. She'll be eaſily jointur'd. 
0 2 Juſtice ſhall be done her. 
Sir Fa. No proviſion neceſſary for younger children, 
O Wild. No, Sir! why net ?—I can ww you, if ſhe 
dale our account, not the daughter of a > iv 
EX Ha, ha, ha, ha! 
Ad. You are merry, Sir. 
Sir Ja. What an unaccountable fellow ? 
0 Ha. Sir ! 
Sir Fa. I beg your n Sir. But with regard 
to this marriage 
 O Wild. Well, Sir! 
Sir Ja. I take the whole hiſtory to be. neither more 
nor leſs than abſolute fable. | 
0 * How, Sir! * 
Sir Ja. Even ſo. 
0 2 Why, Sir, do you think my * would dare 
to impoſe upon me 
Sir Ja. Sir, he would dare to impoſe upon any body. 
Don't I know him? 8 
Hild. What do you kuow? | 
Sir Fa. J knew, Sir, that his narratives gain him 
more applauſe than credit ; and that, whether = con- 
flitution or habit, there is no believing a ſyllable he 
ſays. 
0 Wild. Oh, mighty well, Sir He wants to turn 
the tables upon Jack.—But it won't do; you are fore- 
ſtall d; your novels won't paſs upon me. 


Ks a. Sir! | 
] 7 D Wild. 
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O Wild. Nor is the character of my ſon to be rb 
with the un of a bouncer.” 

Fr . What is this??? 

7 No, no, Mr Mandeville, it wont 47 FIR | 
are vd known here as in your own county of Here 
ford. 

Sir Ja Mr Wilding, but that I am ſure this extra- 
vagant behaviour owes its rife to ſome impudent impo- 
ſitions of your ſon, your age would ſearce prove your 
protection. 

0 Wild. Nor, Sir, but that I know my boy. equal to 
the defence of his own honour, ſhould he want a pro- 
tector in this arm, wither'd and impotent as you may 


think it. 
Enter Mi ifs l 6 

M Gr. Bleſs me, gratiemen, what i is the meaning of 
this? 
Sir Ju. No mens af — dir: I have another de- 
mand upon your ſon ; we'll ſettle the whole together: 

0 Wild. I am ſure he will- do you juſtice. 

M Gr. How, Sir James Elliot! I flatter'd- myſelf 
that/ you had finiſh'd your viſits here, Sir: Muſt be 
the eternal object of your outrage ? not only inſulted in 
my own. perſon, but in that of my friends! Pray, Sir, 
what — * FR Tae 

O Wild. m, your pardon ;' a diſagreeable 
occaſion brought me here: I come, Madam, to re- 
nounce all hopes of being nearer ally'd to Nr * on. 
unfortunately being married already. 

M Gr. Married. ; 

Sir Ja. Yes, Madam, to a lady in the . and 
becau I have refus'd to acknowledge her family, this 
old gentleman. has behav'd in a manner very inconſiſtent 
with his uſual politeneſs. .- 

O Wild. Sir, I thought this affair was to be ſteers | 
for another occaſion ; but you, it ſeem— 
M Gr. Oh, is that the buſineſs ?—Why, 1 begis to 
be afraid that we are here a little in the wrongs Mr 
Wilding, | | 
O Wild. Madam! _ | 

M Gr. Your ſon has juſt confirm'd Sir Janes Elliot's 
opinion, at a conference under Miſs Godfrey's window, 

Q 2 0 Wild. 


o N 
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O Wild. Is it poſſible? 
Gr. Moſt true; and aſſignd two moſt whimdcel | 
motives for the unaccountable tale. 

O Wild. What can they be? 

b 
once; and an affection for Miſs Godfrey, ** I am 
almoſt ſure he never ſaw in his life. 

Q Wild. You amaze me. 

Mr. Indeed, Mr Wilding, your ſon is a moſt ex- 
traordinary youth; he has finely perplex'd us all. I 
think, Sir James, you have a ſmall obligation to him. 

Sir Ja. Which I ſhall take care to acknowledge the 
firſt opportunity. 

Hild. You have my conſent. "An abandoned pro · 
fligate! Was his father a proper ſubject for his — But 
I diſcard him. 

M Gr. Nay, now, gentlemen, you are rather too 
warm: I can't think Mr Wilding bad - hearted at the 
bottom. This is a levity 

Hild. How, Madam, a levity ! | 

M Gr. Take my word for it, no more enflam'd i in- 
to habit by the — of his juvenile friends. Will 
you ſubmit his pu — me'? I think I have the 
means in ay lod both to er e 
and accompliſh his cure into the 

Sir Fa. 1 have no quarrel to him, but for the m of. 
fices he has done me with you. ) 

M Gr. Diye hear, * 7-999-thlA I —.— my 

nion with Sir James muſt cement the _—_ 
79 Wild. Madam, I ſubmit to any— 
Enxter a Servant. 

Ser. Mr Wuding to wait upon you, Madam. [ Exit. 
MG.. He is punctual, I find. Come, folks, 
you all act under my direction. You, Sir, will get from 
your fon, by what means you think fit, the real truth 
of the Abington bufineſs. You muſt likewiſe ſeemingly 
conſent to his marriage with Miſs Godfrey, whom [ 
ſhrewdly ſuſpect he has, by ſome odd accident, miſtaken 
for me: "the lady herſelf ſhall appear at your call. Come, 
re” ames, you will withdraw. I intend to produce 

performer, who will want a little inſtruction. 
Nur; a 


Enter 


EME ind 
Enter Kitty. * 

Let John ſhow Mr Wilding in to his father: ee 
to my dreſſing-· room; I have a ſhort ſcene to give you 
in ſtudy. Exit Kitty. J — The girl is lively, and, I. 
warrant, will do her character juſtice. Come, Sir James. 

Nay, no ceremony ; we mult be nme 4 
[Exeurt. 
O Wild. This ſtrange boy But 1 muſt command my- 


temper, 

7 Wild. ( Ge as be. enters. ]—People to ſpeak 
with me! 
here !- that's unlucky enough. + 

O Mild. Ha, Jack, what brings you. Bere? . 
Hild. Why, I thought it my duty to wait £ upon 
Miſs Grantam, in order to — ſome apology: for 
the late unfortunate— 

0 Hild. Well, now, chat is prudently as well a0 po- 
litely done. 
T Hild. I am happy to meet, Sir, with your appre- 
bation. 


0 IFild. 1 have been thinking, Jack; about my daugh- 


ter-in-law : as the affair is public, it. 48 not decent to let 
her continue longer at her father's. | 

Mild. Sir! 

O Mill. Would it not be right to ſend for ber home ? 

Y Wild. Doubtleſs, Sir. 

Mild. Ithink ſo. Wuy. then, to-morrow my cha- 
riot ſhall * BY 1 05 

Y Wild. The devil it ſhall ! We qui - 
ſoon, if you. pleaſe, Sir. Ur 

O Mila. No! Why not? 

Y Wild. The. journey may: be Angry her pre · 
ſent condition. | 

O Wild. What's the matter with her 2 174 

Y Wild. She is big with child, Sir. 

O Wild. An audacious——Big with child! that is 
fortunate, But, however, an eaſy carriage, and ſhort. 

can't hurt her. 

Y Wild. Pardon me, Sir, I dare: not truſt her; ſhe 

is Nx months gone. 


0 Wild. Nay, then, there may be danger indeed 
0 | "WI Q 3-+ „ But: 


what they want, Fra * 


* 4 
„ * — * 
% * " 
; «ta l 
i - 
— 


rern 


But ſhould not I write to her father, juſt to let him 

know that you have diſcovered the ſecret. 

' TI Wild. By all means, Sir, it will make him extremely 

Happy. 
0 Wild. Why, then, I will inflantly ubout it. 

how de youthios lim? —— - N 
Y Wild. Abington, Berkſhire. 

. O Wild. True; but his addreſs?. 

_ s You need not trouble yourſelf, Sir: I ſhall 
— ng |; rs to end will fead your letter 


= 
O Wild. Though, upon 
wil 'ruiker look we er 


Y Wild. Sir! | 

G Wild. And thefe country 

nctilios— No, I'll ſend him a letter apart ; ſo give me 

is direction. 

Vila. You have i * Sir. 

OM. Ay, but his name: I have been fo h 
that I have entirely forgot it. 

Y Wild. 1 am fore io have I. Cu. is name 
his name, — 22 

© Wild. Hopkins 

T Wild. Yes, 87. * 

O Wild. That is not the fame name that you gave me 
before: that, if I recollect, was either * 
Sybthorpe. 

Y Wild: You are right, Sir; that i ;8 his paternal ap- 

lation; but the name of Hopkins he took for an 
eſtate of his mother's : ſo he is indiſcriminately called 
Hopkins or Sybthorpe ; and now I recolle& I have his 


ru in my pocket—he ſigus himſelf Sybthorpe Hop- 


0 Wilt. There is no end of this: I muſt ſtop him at 
once. Hark ye, Sir, I think: you are call'd my ſon? 
Vila. J hope, Sir, you have no reaſon to doubt it. 
oO Wild. And look upon yourſelf as « gentleman ?- 
Tila. In having the honour of * from 
0 Wild. And that you _ a ſufficient pretenſion ? 
Y Wild. 
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O Wild. And by what means do imagine your 

anceſtors obtain'd that diinguilhng tte 1 yy 
-eminence in virtue, I f 

Y Wild. Doubtleſs, Sir, 

O Wild. —— it never occurr'd to you, that what 
was gain'd ur might be loft — CON 

7 Wild, 1 Sir. * 

0. Wild. Are you to learn what redreſs. wed the im- im- 
putation of a lie demands; and that nothi 
the life of the adverſary can extinguiſh ror dont 

Yr W, id. Doubtleſs, Sir. 

O Wild. Then, how dare you call yourſelf a gentle- 
man? you, whole life has dann one continued ſcene of 
fraud and falſity! And would content you but 
making me a 3 in your infamy ? Not ſatisfied with 
2 band of fociety, mutual confidence, 
8 rights of natare maſk be invaded, and, 
your father ah, the innocent Ge to nb 
your abominable impoſition ss: | 

Y Wild. But, Sir! 

O Wild. Within this hour my life was near facrife'd 
in defence of your fame: But perhaps that was your in- 
tention; and the ſtory of your marriage merely calcula- 
ted to ſend me out of the world, as.a grateful return for 
wy bringing * rr into it. 

Y Wild, For heaven's ſake, Sir. 

O Wild. What other motive? | 

Y Wild. Hear me, T1 intreat you, Sir. 

O. Wild. To be again 2 on! no, Junk, mp 
eyes are open'd at laſt. 

TY Wild. By all that's woes; 8 

O Wild. 1 | 
\. But hear me, Sir. I own the Abington 

neſg— 

O Wild. An abſolute fiction. 

TY Wild. I do. 

O Wild. And how dare | 

Y Wild. I crave but a moment's audience. 

O Wild. Go on. 

x Wild. Previous to the. communication of your in- 

tention 


tention for me, I accidentally met with a lady, whoſe 
charms —— 


hope. 
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O Wild. So'!—what, here's another marriage trumped 


out; but that is a ſtale device. And, pray, Sir, what 
place does this lady inhabit ? Come, come, go on; you 
have a fertile invention, and this is a fine opportunity. 


Well, Sir, and this Sing Rady, ue 1 uppole, 


in nubibus — 


Y Wild: Nay, more, and at this infant in thisbouſe 
_ O Wild. An har whey 


Godfrey. 
© Wild. The friend of Miſs Grantam ? 
. XY Wild. The very ſame, Sir. 


O Wild. Have ou-tyoke to-her2 : 


Y Wild. Parted from her not ten 2 nay, 
am here by her appointment. 

we” Wild. Has the favour'd. your. addreſs?” ? 

Y Wild. Time, Sir, and your approbation, will, I 


O:Wild: Eookye, Sin as there is ſome little probabi- 
lit y in this ſtory, I ſhall think. it worth farther inquiry. 


To de plain with you, I know Miſs Godfrey; am inti- 
mate with her family; and though you deſerve but little 


from me, I will endeavour to aid your intention. But 
if, in the progreſs of this affair, you practiſe any of your 
uſual arts ; diſcover. the leaſt-falſchood, the leaſt du - 
plicity, remember you have loſt a father. 

＋ Mud. I ſhall ſubmit without a murmur, 


I; Low Old Was. 
Euter Papillion. 


© Y Wild. Well, Papillion. 
«Pap. Sir, here has been the devil'to pay. within. * 
& 7 id. What's the matter? ; 
© Pap. A whole legion of cooks, confeftioners, mu- 
« ſicians, waiters, and watermen. 
* ” Wild. What do "_ want? 
Pap. Vou, Sir. 
F Wild. Me! 
Pap. Ves, Sir; they have brought in their bills. 
A Wild. Bills! for what: 


« Pape. 
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Pap. For the entertainment you gave lal night upon 
the water. 

. Fe That I gave! 

Pa — Sir; you remember the bill of fare: I am 
6 fare mention of it makes my mouth water. 
| «Y Wild. | Prithee, are you mad? There mult be 
£ ſome miſtake ; you know that I-— 

Pap. They — been vaſtly puzzled to find out 
your lodgings ; but Mr Robinſon meeting by accident 
with Sir James Elliot, he was kind enough to tell him 
«* where you liv'd. Here are the bills: Almack's, twelve 
* dozen of claret, ditto Champagne, Proatinine, ſweat · 
© meats, pine- apples: the whole amount is L. 372, 98. 
< beſides muſic and fireworks. 

* Y Wild. Come, Sir, this is no time for trifling. 

Pap. Nay, Sir, they ſay they have gone full as low 
« as-thay can affoo®q they were' in | from the 

great ſatisfaction you expreſs'd to Sir James Elliot, 
* that you would throw them in an additional compli- 
* ment.. 

＋ Wild. Hark ye, Mr Papillion, if you don't ceaſe 
your impertinence, I ſhall pay you a compliment that 
+ you would gladly excuſe. 

3 Upon my faith, I relate but the mere matter 

You know, Sir, I am but bad at invention z 
Y -_ this incident, I can't help thinking, is the na- 
* tural fruit of your happy one. 

0 * Wild. But are you ſerious ? is this poſſible ? 

Pap. Moſt certain. It was with difficulty I re- 
Mind their impatience; but, however, I have diſ- 
« patch'd them to your lodgings, with a promiſe e that 
you ſhall immediately meet them. 

« 7 Wild. Oh, there we ſhall ſoon rid our hands of 
* the troop.'—Now, Papillion, I have news for you. 
My father has got to the bottom of the whole . 
ton buſineſs. 

Pap. The deuce ? ; 

I Wild. We parted this moment. Such a ſcene ! 

Pap. And what was the iſſue? 


7 Witd. Happy beyond my hopes. Not only an act 
of oblivion, but a promiſe to plead my cauſe with the- 


Pap 
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id  SKE I. 
Pag. With Miſs Godfrey? 
3 Who elſe ?—He is non with n 


e And there is. no—you underſtand me—in all 
this? 

Y Wild. No, no; that is all over now—my reforma- 
tion is fix'd. 

Pap. As a weather - oock. | 

Y Wild, Here comes my father. 

Tuer Ola Wildin 

O Wild. Well, Sir, I find in wes, oh article you have 
condeſcended to tell me the truth: the young lady is 
not averſe to your union; but in order to fix ſo mutable 
a mind, I have drawn * a ſlight contract, which you 
are both to fign. 

＋ Hill. With tran ranſport. N 

O Hild. 8 — Ho [Exits 

77 Wild. 1d not ou, apillion F 
Indeed 1. 'S 
ppy fortunate hut they | 


Pap. This is amazi 
Y Wild. Am not I a 


come. 
Euter Old Wildia and Miſs Godfrey. 

O Wild. If, Madam, 5 not the higheſt ſenſe of 
the great honour you do him, I ſhall =s to regard 
him. There, Sir, make your own acktowledgments 

to that lady. 
Mil. Sir! 

0 Wild. This is more than you. miſts but let your 
future behaviour teſtify your gratitude. 

ld. Papillion! Madam! Sir! 

O Wild. What, is the puppy petrified] may don'r 
you go up to the lady? 

Y' Wild. Up to the lady hat lady ? - 

O Wild. That lady! To be ſure, What other n a 
—To Miſs Godfrey ! 

Y Wild. That lady Miſs G ? 

O Wild. What is all this? Hark ye, Sir; I ſee what 
you are at; but no trifling; I'll be no more the dupe 
of your double deteſtable—Recolle& my laſt reſolution: 
This inſtant your hand to the contract, or tremble at 
the conſequence. 


P Wild. 


o . 7 — —_— — A 
— 8 ST. 
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Y Wild. Sir, that, I hope, _— not I—to be 


ſure— 

O Wild. No further evaſions ! There, Sir. 

Hild. Heigh ho! (Signs i 
| © Wild. Very well. Now, Madam, your name if 
you pleaſe, 

Y Wild. Papillion, do you know who ſhe is? | 

Pap. That's a queſtion indeed! Don't you, 7 

Y Wild. Not I, as I hope to be ſav C. 

1 0 Mr Wil 

Ser. A n — to w ng. 

Y Wild. With me 7 258 p 

M Ged. * with Mr Wülding! 

Ser. Seems diſtreſs'd, Madam, and — pre 
ſing for admittance. * 

M God. Indeed! There may be ſomething in thie! 
You muſt permit me, Sir, to pauſe a little: who 1 
but a prior claim may prevent 

Hild. How, Sir, who is this lady ? 

Y Wild. It is impoſſible for me to divine, Sir. 

O Wild. You know nothing of her? 89 

Y Wild. How ſhould 12? 

O Wild. Youhear, Madam. 

M Ged. 1 preſume your ſon can have: no \ obje&ion to 
the lady's appearance. 

Y Wild. Not in the leaſt, Et 

M God. Show her in, John. *45 [Exit Ser. 

0 Wild. No, Madam, I don't think there is the leaſt 
room for ſuſpecting him; he can't be ſo abandon'd as 
to—PBut ſhe is here. Upon my word, a ſightly woman, 

Enter Kitty as Miſs Sybthorpe. | | 

Kit. Where is he?—Oh, let me throw my am 

my life, my 

Y Wild. Heyday ! 

Kit. And could you leave me? and for ſo long a 
ſpace? . Think how the tedious time has lagg d along. 

Y Mild. Madam ! 

Kit. But we are met at laſt, and now will part no 
more. 

Y Wild. The dence we won't ! 

Kit. What, not one kind look ; no tender N to 
hail our ſecond meeting! _ © 
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. Y Wild. What the devil is all this? 

Kit. Are all your oaths, your proteſtations, come to 
this? Have I deſerv'd f. — wy uitted my 
father's houſe, left 'all my friends, and wa d here 
lon in ſearch of thee, thou drt, Ia, only ed of 
my love, 

2 Wild. To what can all this tend? Hark ye, Sir, 
unriddle this myſtery... 

Y Wild. Davus, non CEdipus, ſum. It is beyond 
2 I confeſs. | Same Junatic elrap'd from her keeper, 
Kit. Am I diſown'd then, contemn'd, lighted ? 

O Wild. Hold; let me inquire into this matter a little. 
nn epmnp mole Ges | 

you know this gentleman ? f 

Kit. Too well. | 

O Wild. His name? 

Kit. Wilding. 

O Wild. So far ſhe is right. Now your's, i you pleaſe? 

Kit. Wilding. 

Omnes. Wilding !. 

O Wild. And how came you ye name, ves 

Kit. Moſt lawfully, Sir: by the ſacred band, the 
holy tie that made us one. | 
O Wild. What, marry'd to him! 

Kit. Moſt true. 
Ones. HOW 

ill. Sir, may I never— | 

O Wild. Peace, monſter One queſtion more: 
Your maiden name ? 

Kit. Sybthorpe. 
Berks? ON dee e Len) of 


Kit. The ſame. 
0 Wild. As I ſuſpected. So PA the whole ſtory i is 
true, and the monſter is marry'd at laſt. | 
Y Wild. Me, Sir! B 24 | 
- O Wild. Eternal rh tor ſeize thee, \meaſureleſs 
ar! 
Y Hild. If not me, hear this gentleman——Mar- 


quis— 
Pap. Not I; I'll be drawn into none of your ſcrapes: 
>| | it 
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it is a pit of your own digging ; er 
as you can. Mean time Ill ſhiſt for my [Exit. 
0 Wild. What evaſion now, monſter ? > 54 
M. God. Deceiver! 2 * 901 51 N 
O Vill. Liar! * 1 ei, $6. 


M. God. Im poſtor ! 
Y Wild. Why, this is a general comblantion” to M. 
ſtract me; but I will. be Weary Sir, you, are 
impos'd upon : the low cvntriver 6f the d 
low artifice 1 ſhall ſoon ſind means to diſcover ; and as 
to you, Madam, with whom J have been ſudde * 
ris'd into a contract, I moſt ſolemnly declare 
the firſt time I ever fat eyes on you. 
O Wild. Amazing conhdence ! Did not Þ 2 her 
at Jour, own requelt ? Lua bel 
Y Wild. No. | 
God. Is not this wehr ond le. A 
; TY Wild. No. 6 
Kit. Am not I your wiſe. | 
Y Wild. No. Ne 
O Wild. Did not you own it to me? 
Y Wild. Ves— that i i—no, nes 
Kit. Hear me. | 
Y Wild. Nog” wo! 36% 5b 419914444 ot eee 
M God. Anſwer me. 9 KR e 
Y Wild. No. | 4 4. | 
0 Wild. Have not I= + 
Y Wild. No, no, no: Zounds 1 | you are all mad and 
if I ſtay, I ſhall catch the infection. [ Exit. 
Enter Sir Jones Non, nd Mi Ye Cum. 
" Omnes, Ha, ha, ha! 
Mr Gr. Finely e ä 
0 Wild, Yau; have kept your i and 1 thank 
you, Madam. 
M Gr. My medicine was ſome what rough, Sir 3 but 
ih = rate caſes, you know——— 
id. If his cure is completed, he will gratefully 
A e the cauſe; if not, the puniſhment comes 
far ſhort of his crimes. It is needleſs to pay you any 
compliments, Sir James; with that lady you can't fail 
to be happy. I ſhan't venture to hint a ſchemę. I have 
greatly at heart, till we have undeniable proofs of the 
Vor. II. R ſiuccefs 
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ſucceſs of our operations. To the ladies, indeed 
character is ſo dangerous as that of a liar: _ * 


They in the faireſt fames can fix a flaw, 
And vanquiſh females whom they never ſaw. _ 


EPIL OG U E. 
Between Miſs GzanTan and Oro WII DO. 


By a Man of Faſhion. 


Our plot concluded, and ſtrict juſtice done, 
Let me be heard as counſel for your ſon. 
Acquit I can't, I mean to mitigate : 
Proſcribe all lying, what would be the fate 
Of this and every other carthly ſtate ? 
Confider, Sir, if once you cry it down, 
You'll ſhut up ev'ry coffee-houſe in town : 
The tribe of politicians will want food; 
Ev'n now half famiſh'd—for the public good. 
All Grubſtreet murderers of men and ſenſe, 
And ev'ry office of intelligence, | | 
All would be bankrupts, the whole lying race, 
And no Gazette to publiſh their diſgrace. ' 
O. Wild. Too mild a ſentence; muſt the good and great 
Patriots be wronged, that bookſellers may eat? 
M. Gr. Your patience, Sir; yet hear another word. 
Turn to that hall where Juſtice wields ber ſward : 
Think in what narrow limits you would draw, 
By this proſcription, all the ſons of law: 
For tis the fix d, determin'd rule of courts, 
Vyner will tell you, nay, ev'o Coke's reports, 
All pleaders may, when difficulties riſe, 
'To gain one truth, expend a hundred lies. 
O. Wild. To curb this practice l am ſomewhat loath ; 
A lawyer has vo credit hut an oath. | 
M. Gr. Then to the ſofter ſex ſome favour ſhow : 
Leave no poſſeſſion of our modeſt No ! 
0. Wild. Oh, freely, Ma'am, we'll that allowance give, 
Jo that two Noes be held affirmative: 
Provided ever that your piſh and fie, 
On all occaſions ſhould be deem d a lie. 
M. Gr. Hard terms 
On this rejoinder then I reſt my cauſe ; 
Shonld all pay homage to Truth's ſacred Ius, 
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Let us examine what would be the ca :? 
Why, many a great man would be out of place. 
0. Wild. *T would many a virtuous character reſtore. 
M. Gr. But take a charaQter from many more. 
0. Wild, Though on the fide of bad the balance fall, 
Better to find few good, than fear for al! — 
M. Gr. Strong are your reaſons; yet, ere I ſubmit, 
mean to take the voices of the pit. 
Is it your pleaſures that we make a rule, 
That ev'ry liar be. proclaim's a fool, 
Fit ſubjects for our author's ridicule ? 
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A MUSICAL ENTERTAINMENT. 


IN TWO ACTS. 
From the Devin de Pillage of Rovestau. 
Br D CHARLES BURNEY, 


— 


2 — 


DaauAris PRaSs ON. 
Drury» Lane. 


Cunning Man, . . Mr Champneſs. 
N Calin, . 83 * Mr Vernon. 
ung Phebe, . 14 Mrs Arne. 
Villagers. ; 
©.DV: 7 I, 


The Theatre repreſents a_ rural ſcene, with the Cunning 
2 on the fide of a hill. 


Phœbe, (weeping, and wiping her eyes with her apron.) 
2 1 
| OSTis all my peace of mind, 
Since my Colin proves unkind : 
Alas ! he's gone for ever. 
Ah, fince he has learn'd to rove, 
_ Fain would I forget my love: 


Ah me! ah me! vain is my endeavour, 
RE 
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| RECITATIVE. 
He lov'd me once—thence flows my pain : 
Who then is ſhe has won my ſwain ? | 
Some charming nymph ?—Ah, ſimple fair ! 
And fear'ft thou not my ills to ſhare ? 
Colin for me has ceas'd to burn; | 
Thou too, ere long, may'ſ have thy turn 
But why for ever thus complain ? | | 
2 —_— can cure my love, 
nd all augments my pain ! 
enen, 
Loſt is all my peace of mind, 
Since my Colin proves unkind: 
Alas, he's gone for ever ! 
| RECITATIVE. 
© I fain would hate him——nay, I ought : 
Perhaps he loves me ſtill—vain thought 
Why, then, for ever from me fly, 
© Whoſe preſence once was all his joy ?? 
Here lives a Cunning Man, who well 
Our future fortune can foretel. 
Ah, there he is—of him I'll know 
If love will always prove my foe. 
| Enter Cunning Man. x7 
(Phœbe telling money, and heſitating as ſhe approaches the 
Cunning Man, ts whom ſhe gives the money, which ſhe 
2 * counting and folding in a paper during the pre- 
Phebe. Will Colin ne'er be mine again? 
Tell me if death muſt end my pain? 
C. Man. I read your heart, and his can tell 
—_— O Heav'n! 
Man. —Your grief aſſuage 
Phebe. —Well oe 
Colin— . 
C. Man. To you is falſe of late— — 
Phebe. Ah me, I die go on— 
C. Man. —And yet Ds 
He always loves you :— 
Pheabe. —What ! what ſaid ye! 
C. Man. More artful, but leſs fair, the lady 
R 3 Who 


3 


* 


* 
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| Who dwells Hard by— 4 
Phebe. —T' here he'roves? * 
C. Man. But you, Lee ſald, be always be ol 
Phebe. And ge fgt * 
C. Man. — On me depend, : 
Then the rnd fend. 
Colin is vain, and fond of dreſs, - 
And that has made him love you leſs : 
An outrage, by my art I ſwear, 
mapa” 2 ©: wha 
Phebe. Had I heard each am*rousditty 
HBreath'd by ſparks about the tors! | 


Ah, how many ſpruce and witty 
Lovers there I might have won! 


| Dreſs'd as fine as any lady Yo 


I ſhould then each day have ſhone, 
Bright ang beautiful as May-day, 
With rich lace and ribands on. 
Had I heard, K. 


But for love of this ungrateful, 
from ev'ry joy could part; 
Rich attire to me were hat 
If it robb'd him of my heart. 
| Had I heard, &e. 
RECITATIVE. 


C. Man. His heart Il ſoon reſtore 


| Phoebe. 
C. Man. With Colin you muſt change your tone. 
Pbæbe. 


Beware you never loſe it more; 

But firſt, his paſſion to increaſe, 

Feign, r _— to love him leſs. 

1 5 
If uneaſy, love inerenſe ; 
If contented, ſound he fleeps 2- 
She who with coquetry teazes, 

Faſt in chains her ſhepherd 2 XY; 
RECITATIVE. 

Reſign'd to your advice alone - 


Though hard the taſk, I yet wil feign 
To imitate the fickle ſwain. 


AIR. 
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(Air) Bl Batt hg thts 
I'll teaze bim and fret him, 
And ſeem to forget him; | 
rue | 
Diſguiſin | 
er j | 
Of flirts and coquettes, whom at heart I diſdain. 
RECITATIVE. 0 þ 
C. Man. Be wiſe, howe'er fright th' i ingrate, 


Nor him too cloſely imitate. 
LY bel ſoon be here; 
I'II call you you may appear. 
[Exit Phcebe, 


C. Man. Tho' Colin * all I know, 
He wonders I can conjure — 
And both admire the magic ſpell, 
By which I find out hat they tell 
Here comes the ſwain—and-now I'll try 
To touch his heart with _—_— 
"Enter Colin. 
Colin. By love and your inſtructions — 
I now for Phœbe wealth deſpiſe.— 
I pleas'd her once in habit plain, | 
What greater bliſs can-/fin*ry gain? 
C. Man. Thou'rt now forgot, fo long thou'ſt rang'd. 
Coin. Forgot! Oh beav'n ! is Phœbe chang d:? 
C. Man. Did ever woman, young and fair, 
For wrongs like hers, revenge forbear ? 
Colin. No, no, my Phobe will ne'er deceive me, 
She will ne'er forget her vows: 
For other ſhepherd can ſhe leave * 
Can ſhe be another's ſpouſe ? 
— 5 RECITATI VE. 
C. Man. No ſhepherd's now to you preferr'd ; 


But *tis a and. e lord. 
Colin. Who told you 52— TT” 
C. Man. —My art— © | 


Colin. 715 2 doubt, Arn 
Your fl all feertis can 684 ont. 
Alas! how Fey Lf I ſhall pay a 


Fox being weakly led aſtray! _. - 
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Is Phœbe then for ever loſt? 
C. Man. - fortune love is often croſt. | 
If pretty fellows we muſt be, 
Tis ſometimes at our coſt, you ſee. 
Colin. Oh, lend your aid. 
C. Man. —Let me conſult - * 
My books The taſk is difficult. Exit Colin. 
[The 2 Man takes a conjuring book out of his 
pocket, «1 bis white rows devens a ſpell during 
the ſym 
C. Man. The charm is ended, [Enter Colin, 
Hither comes the maid offended. 
Colin. Can I appeaſe her juſt diſdain ? 
Her pardon may I hope t'obtain ? 
C. Man. A heart that's — kind and tender, 
Propitious ſoon a nymph may render — 
But at — or etand=y = ſhe 8 
Approach, and ur deftiny. [Exit 
C. Man. Buy firſt I'll ſee th? W afited x "3g l 
And with my ſage advice will aid. 
From lovers, credulous as theſe, 
I quickly gain both fame and kee; 
And ſhall, when once their union's crown'd, 
Be prais'd by all the neighbours round: 
Who hither haſten from all parts, : 
| To learn who fleaks their good—and hearts | 
For, luckily, they ne'er find out 
nce all our ſcience comes about. 
A IX. 
Some think in the ſtars we are able, 
Paſt, prefent, and future to read: 
Some think, from white wand, or gown ſable, 
The whole art and my ry proceed. 
But they know not the plan 
Of a true Cunning Man. 


When fortune will rude be, or civil, 
Some think we by magicare told ; 
And ſome, that we deal with the devil, 
To whom we've our carcaſſes ſold : 
But that's not the plan 


Of a true Cunning Man. 
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But when folks have been at our dwelling, | | 

| 

| 


And to us have their ſerrets betray' d, 
We for hearing their tale — and then telling, 
Are ſure to he very A Ir 
And this ie the. plan | 
Of a true Mee Man. | [Bri | 


7 
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No more n fen le in . 
If my tear, 1186 | 
My — n | 
Can touch thei maid; wha hadorts 214g) 
I then may: ſee renew'@ ance oldie rere | 
Thoſe happy momente I have lt 
I then mah ee, &. it v2 181 1 | 
Love with love, if but repaid © © | g | 
Is there need of other bliſ ? : . 
Give me. back thy heart, freer maid! | 4 FR - 
Cohn has re 0 des his. _ f THR Gd 8 . 
Now my. —— —— ay" wo. wt * 
Shall my only . . | 
Bleſg#d: with, Phecbe, L need. | 0 ] 
Other treaſures than her losz. | 
Love with love, . 8 i 
Wh rest lords Qik e. 'ry bout © 527 3 | 
ear Phicke fondly ſigh 1. - Grapagts | 
ven ht of all their pow, | * | 


$ happy are than I. 241 
r iF int opaid,- | 
ls there need of other bliſs? { 
"it ns REY heart, ſweet maid | 888 
Cale has reftor'd thee his 1510 W--- a0 


ae oy ee f . — ro.mn. 
* 
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Enter Phoebe. 
RECIT. accompanied. 


| Col. Ah! here the comes, I tremble at her fight,— 


I'll &en retreat—She's loſt if once 1 fly. [ Afide. 
Phezb. He ſees me now—1T'm in a dreadful fright |! — 
hee till, my heart a [ Afide, 
Cel. — I' &en my fortune try. [ Ajfide. 
Pöbæb. I'm nearer got than I at firſt deſign. Ajide. 
Col. On, on I'll go there's no retreat, I find— Ade. 
[To Phœbe, in a ſoothing and confuſed tone of voice.) 

Sweet Phcebe ! are you angry, ſay? 

I Colin am look this way 
Pheb. Me Colin lov'd—Colin was true— 

I ſee not Colin—yet ſee you. 

Col. My heart has never chan dome vile 

Enchantment did my ſ — 

But our ſagacious Cunning 

Rr 

In ſpite of envy, you will find, - q 

Pm Colin ftill, and ſtill more kind. 
Phel. I, in my turn, am now purſu'd | 

By ſpell, which ne'er can be ſubduꝰd 
By Cunning Ma- 

Col. Unhappy me | 8 
2 ALI ill 4307 ages ſmart, . 
! w end m | 

& Suk hain — 4 | 
Pheb. Your future cares in vain prove; 

No, Colin, you no more I love. 
Col. Your love from me's not yet departed ; 

No, conſult firſt well your breaſt : 

To kill me, were you ſo hard-hearted, 

Would deftroy your peace and reſt. 
Pheb. Ah me ! [ Afide. No, by you ber. 

Uſeleſs all your cares will prove, . 

Since Colin now I ceaſe to love. 

Col. I'm then undone !—Ah, cruel maid ! 
en q __ 

or ever I'll the village . 
Pheb. Ah, Colin! — wh by "Seve 0 * 
Gol. — What — [ [Returning 
4 | Pb. 
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Pheb. —And wilt thou go? 
Cal. Muſt I then feel the double wo, 
To loſe thy heart, forego thy charms, 
And ſee thee in a rival's arms? | 
DU. 
Pheb. While I my Colin knew to 
No other wiſh I had to name. 
Cel. I thought my joy could never ceaſe, 
While Phœbe own'd a mutual flame. 
Pheb. But fince to me his heart's denied, 
Mine's given to another ſwain. 
Col. Ah! ſince the gentle knot's untied, 
Does another bliſs remain? 
My dear Phœbe then will leave me 
Pheb. I fear a lover who'll deceive. 
Both. 1 Fray me in my turn: 
art's now in a peaceful ſtate, 
And will, if poſſible, forget, 
Colin 
That Cer it did for Phœbe burn. 
Cel. However great the wealth or pleaſure 
Which new engagements would have given; 
Phoebe I thought a greater treaſure 
Than all the goods that's under heav'n. 
Pheb. Though a young and charming lord 
Has often woo'd me to his arms; 
Colin was fondly then preferr'd __ 
To all his proffer'd wealth and charms. 
Col. Ah, my Phoebe !— 
Pheb. —Ab, too fickle ſwain ! 
Muſt I then love, in ſpight of all diſdain ? 
PR E LU DE. 
LPhœbe remind; Colin of a riband in his hat, which had 
= given him by the lady : He throws it away, and 
he gives him a more * one, which he receives 
with tranſport. ] 
Do Uu E T. 
ol. Colin now his faith has plighted, 
Nor longer will rove. 
Pheb. Phœbe now her heart has lighted, = 
And conſtant will prove. 2 
oth 
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Both. When by Hymen united, 
How endlefs our loye ! | 
Enter Cunning Man. 
C. Man. My pow'rhnscaus'd th enchantment diretoceaſe, 
And, ſpight of envy, giv n your love increaſe. 
Col. Our by this are ill expreſs'd. 
[ They feverally offer him a profet 
GG I'm amply paid, if you.are bleſs'd 
| 4 y Rreevoing % with both hand 


Haſte, haſte, ye maidens fair ; 
Haſte, haſte, ye joeund ſwains: 
Aſſemble here, aſſemble here, | 
And imitate this pair. 
Gay ſhepherds, quit the plains ;. 
Fair nymphs from village hafte : 
Their joy, in tuneful ſtrains, 
Come ſing, and learn to taſte. 
Enter a Compuny of Villa HO ap. 
DANC 
CHORUS. [With the Cunning Man. ] 
Since Colin now has ceas'd to range, 
Let's celebrate the happy change: 
May their home be bleſt with peace, 
And their love each day increaſe ! . 
CHORUS. [Without the Cunning Man.] 
c Sing ye . and ſhepherds, the praiſes, 
ng of our Cunning Man. 
6 A dead 1 to life he raiſes, 
And makes true and happy the ſwain. 
PASTORAL DANCE. 
[The ſhepherdeſſes give 'a noſegay to Colin, who imme» 
diately preſents it to Phæbe. © 
[7 be Shepherd: give Phoebe a noſegay, whoz in ber furn, 
ire it to Colin] 
"A 1 . 
cal. In my cottage obſcure, 5 
New evils for ever Tſharez a 
Now cold, now heat I endure, A 
Nor am cet free from labour and care. 


- a © > + 8 --% # # 2 Sa 
2 « But 


ö 2 
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« But if Phcebe's my bride. 0 
And will all m paſt follies forget, 
While with her I rede, | 
| * Aqthatch'4houſe will hae nought to regret 


6 1 the mead or the field, * y F 

If, fatigu'd, I return when tis night; | . * 
New life, new vigour, ſhe'll yield, 1 | 

New comfort and joy to my flight. 


© Ere the ſun gilds the plains, 
Dor reddens the tops of the groves, 
© I ſhall charm all my pains Py 


By ſinging with rapture our loves. 
*,. Nan. We all with zeal muſt here eſſay 
To ſignalize ourſelves to-day: 
And fince I cannot jump ſo high as you, 
My part ſhall be to ſing a ſong that's new. 


[Pulli a EET, out of bis pocket, and aer. 


Sometimes a paſſion's * by art, 
© Sometimes tis nature gives the ſmart; 
Though courtly lovers well can charm, 
© Yet village hearts are ſtill more warm... 
Love is juſt like April weather, 8 
© Ne'er the ſame an hour together: _— 
« Froward, fickle, wanton, wild, 
Nothing, nothing but a child, 
* Col. "Tis but a child, tis but a child. 
*<RECITATIVE. | 
© Stay, ſtay, there other verſes are _ 
© And very pretty too, I ſwear.. | 
« [To we D_ Man, who is putting ite fg ts bis 
et. 
Let's ſee, let's ſee—T e burn, 1 
i „ N 
. Br 
Though here alone with nature love 1 0 
In fimple guiſe delights to rove; 
In other places, he no leſs | 
Affects the borrow d charms an | 


vor. II PERS 
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Love is juſt like weather, 
Neꝰ er the ſame an ee: | 
Froward, hekle, wanton, wild, 
N. but a childeQ. 
0 D 
'Tis but a child; tis but a child, 
| Col. A cheriſh'd flame we often ſee | 4 
| | Produc'@ by ingenuity ; IPD, 
| A fickle heart we oft retain 


| ' By arts coquetiſh, light and vain. 8 
1 Love is juſt like April, &c. . 
11 £ Phe. Vet love diſpoſes of us all, | a 
11 At his own fancy's fickle call: 
7 Black jealouſy he now permits, 
i Now puniſhes our jealous fits. 
| Love is juſt like April, Ke. 
Col. From fair to 2 while fickly toſt, 
The happy moment's often loſt: 
A ſwain quite conſtant oft will find, 
Y « He s leſs belov'd than one unkind. 
Love ig juſt like April, &c. 
Phæ. On mortals each caprice to prove, 
© Now ſmiles, now tears, awaken love : - 
| Rebuff d —rebuff d — T Finds jt G to read, 
Coll Fa (8 Who helps her to decypber it.] 
ebuff' d by rigour, far he flie. 
c. Phe. By favours weaken'd, faints, and dies. 
* Both. Lane i is juſt like April weather, | 
Ne er the ſame an hour 3 Z 
«£ Froward, fickle, wanton; will, 
Nothing, nothing but a child. 
«CHORUS. 
oy fis but a child, tis but a chill. 
TRASE Beats: oe HTN 7 
5 Phe. United with the ſwain I love, r 
My life a round of joy will prove; 
Of grief we ned er _ feel the ſting, 
While thus we laugh and dance and % 
What a bleſſing is life, 
If *tig ſeafon'd. by love! ; eye, 
| No care, no ſorrow or ſtrife, 
8 __ © Camits joy der remove. 


. 


_— 
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© Thus a gentle r river flows, 

Meand' ring as it goes, 
Thou gh. flow'ry meads which grace its way. " 
With all that's fair, and ſweet, and gay. 


United with the ſwain I love, 
My life a round of joy will prove; 
Of grief we ne'er can feel the ſting, | 
While thus we laugh, __— 
l 45 
Let us now dance with mirth and glee ; 
L.aſſes and lads, beat, beat the ground; 
Let us oy on all under this 1 
Io the ſweet pipe's enlivening 
CHO RUS * 
ati with her ; the villagers dancing at y. 
L. Let us now dance, &c. 10 : # 2 | 


Lot iu thy age then dance 19 each dir; 
And in the may have part. 

Let each dy fre with ba fav rite fair, 
And let each dafs have the lad of her heart. 
Then let us now dance, ke. 


Tho? noiſe and ſplendour they boaſt of in town, 
* More heart - felt enjoyments our feſtivals crown: 
While dance and ſong 
Our bliſs prolong, _ 
And beauty warms 
With artleſs charms—— | 
What muſic e'er with our pipes can compare? 


Then let us all dance with mirth and glee ; : * | 


- — 1 92 


Laſſes and lads, beat, beat the ground, 7, "1 2 
Let us then dance all under this tree . 8 


To the feet pipe's enliv'ning nn e 8 


THE 
IN TWO ACTS. 
Br Mz MURPHY. 


— — = 
Daamartis Paso. 
MEN, : 1 
i Drury Lane, * Kdinburgh, 1782. 
Cleri mont, . . Mr Obrien. Mr Ward. 


| c_— Cape, . 2 Mr Kiog. Mr John on. 
Har low, o . — Kennedy. Mr — 
Mr Philips. 
Footman, 92322 * Mr Calas. 

3 WOMEN, c 
Mrs Harlow, C . Miſs Haughton. Mrs Woods. 
Miſs Harlow, . + Mi Kennedy. Mrs Sparks. 

A . + Miſs Hippilley, Mrs Mounifort, 


CRE + 
Enter Mr; Haxuow and Miſe Ha. | 
Mrs Haro. a 


Me let me tell you —- 
Miſe Har. But, my dear ſiſter, let me . it is 
in vain; you can ſay nothing that "will have any effect. 
Mrs Har. Not if you won't hear me — only hear me— 
_ Har. Oh, -ma'am, I know you love to hear 
ourſef talk, and fo pleaſe yourſelf ;—but 1 am r- 


Mr rs Har. Your reſolution may alter. 
Miſs Har. Never. 
Mrs Har, Upon a little NP 


Miſe 
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Miſs Har. Upon no conſideration. 


Mrs Har. You don't know. how that may hogs. 


colleR, ſiſter, that you are no 0 75 are not now 
of the age that becomes giddineſs and folly, 

Miſs Har. Age, Ma'am— 

Mr: Har. Do but hear me, fiſter—do but hear me 
A 11 of your yearg—— 

Mif Har. My years, ſiſter Upon my word! 

Mrs Har. Nay, no offence, fiſter— _ 

Miſt Har. But there is offence, Ma'am: —] don't 
underſtand what you meant by it—always thwarting me 


with my years—my years, indeed !—when perhaps, 
Ma'am, if I was to die of old age, ſome folks might 1 


have reaſon te look about ny 

Mr: Har. She feels it, I ſee—Oh, I deli at in mor- 
tifying her. [A ſide. ] — Siſter, if I did not love you, I 
am ſure I ſhould not talk to you in this manner But 
how can you make ſo unkind a return now, as to alarm 


me about myſelf ?—In ſome fixteen or eighteen * 


after you, to be ſure, I own I ſhall begin to thi 
making my will How could you be ſo ſevere? 
iI. Har. Some fixteen or cighteen years, Ma'am ! 
If you would own the truth, Ma'am—T believe, Ma'am 
. —you would find, Ma'am, that the diſparity, As 
is not ſo very great, Ma“ 

Me. Har. Well, I vow paſſion becomes you inordi- 
nately.——It blends a few roſes with the le, of your 
cheek, and > + 

_ Miſs Har. And though you are married te my bro- 
ther, Ma'am, I would have you to know, Ma'am, that 
you are not thereby any way authoriſed, Ma'am, to 
take unbecoming liberties with his ſiſter.— I am inde- 
pendent of m 1 2 Ma'am—my fortune is in my 
own hands, Mx a'am; and, Ma'am 


——z 


Mrs Har. Well, do you know now, when your 12. | 


eirculates a little, that I think you look mighty well? 
But you was in the wrong not to marry at my 3 

- fveet three and twenty! You can't conceive w I's a 
deal of good it would have done your tempet and your 
ſpirits, if you had married early 

Miſi Har. Infolent !—provokin female malice— 
Mrs Har. But to be waiting till iz 4 almoſt too! 
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in the day, and force one's ſelf to ſay ſtrange thing: 
rer — 


* don't mind the hideous men I am very happy as'I 


am”— and all that time, my dear, dear ſiſter to be upon 
the tenter-hooks of expectationꝛ 

 Mifs Har. I upon tenter-hooks? - 

Mr; Har. And to be at this work of for grapes, 
one is turned of three and forty— 

Mifs Har. Three and forty, Ma'am!——1 defire, 


ſiſter—I defire, Ma'am—three and forty, Ma'am —— 


Mr: Har. Nay, nay, nay; don't be angry—dor't 
blame me—blame my Perf he is your own brother, 
you know, and he knows your age——He told me fo. 

Miſs Har. Oh, Ma'am, I ſee your drift—but you 
need not give yourſelf thoſe airs, Ma'am—the men don't 
ſee with your eyes, Ma'am——Years, indeed !—three 
and forty, truly !—PI aſſure upon my word 
But I ſee plainly, Ma'am, what 

u are at—Mr Clerimont, Madam !—Mr Clerimont, 
Aſter ? that's what frets you—A young huſband, Ma'am 


 ——-younger than your hufband, 3 Clerimont, 
let me tell you, Ma'am 


Enter Trifle. 

Trif. O rare news, Ma'am! e news !—We 
have got another letter 

Miſs Har. From whom ?—from Mr Clerimont prong 
where is it ? 

Trif. Ves, Ma'am—from Mr Clerimont, Matam. - 

Miſs Har. Let me ſee it—let me — coll 
quick— [Read:. 
Madam, 

« The honour of a letter from you has fo filled my 
« mind with joy with titude, that I want words of 
« force to reach but half my meaning. I ean only fay, 
« that you have revived a heart that was expiring for 
« you, and now beats for you alone.” 

There, fiſter, mind that !—Years indeed ! 

| [Reads to ber) «4 

Mr: Harlow. I with you joy, fiſter,—L wiſh I h 
gone to Ranelagh with her laſt week Who could — 
thought that her faded beauties would have made ſuch 
an impreflion on him? 9 (oper: 
& | iſs 


— 


: Miſs Har. Mind here reads.) —« Ever 
« ſince I had the 2 _ — ſeeing you at Rane- 
« lagh, your idea preſent to me; and 


« fince you now give — I ſhall, — L— 

10 r ur brother; and whatever terms he pre · 
I Kal readily fubſcribe to; for to be your 

e I eve ah ib 


« nour to remain 
6 The humbleſt of your admirers, 


| 4 CLERIMONT. 
There, ſiſter 
* Har. * I with 2 e again — but remem - 
I tell ou, take care w 1 — e 1s young, 
and of — y and inconſtant. 

Miſs Har. He is warm, paſſionate, and tender - 

rs Har. But you don't know how long that may 
laſt—and here are you going to break off a very ſuitable 
match—which all your friends liked and approved, a 
match with Ca Cape ; who to be fure— 

Mif: Har. Don't name Captain Cape, I deſeech you, 
dor't name him— 

Mrs Har. Captain Cape, let me tell you, is not to 
be deſpiſed— He has acquired by his voyages to India a 
very pretty forvane—des = <hanning ban of = keuſa 
on Hackney-Marſh—and is of an urn fuit- 


able to you. 
Miſe Har. There again now !— ! age? age! for 
_ r- my years !— K 


r Clerimont ae does not ſee with your eyes—[ 
am EE to hear no more of Captain Cape—Qdions. 
Haekney-Marſh !——Ah, fiſter, you would be glad to 


ſiee me married in a middling way 


Mrs Har. I, fiſker?—I am ſure nobody will rejoice 
more at your preferment. I am refolved never to vilit 
her if Mr Clerimont marries her— _ - [ Aide. 

Mifs go. Well, wel}, I tell you, Mr Clerimont tas 
won my —young—handſome—rich—town-houſe, 
country-houfe—equipage——To him, and only him, 
will I ſurrender myſelf. Three and forty indeed 
ha, ha !—You ſee, my dear, dear fiſter, that theſe fea- 
tures are ſtill regular and blooming ;——that the love - 
— WW and that I — 

mz 
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made - conqueſt which your boaſted youth might be 
vain of — 

Mr: Har. Oh, Ma'am, L beg your pardon if 1 have 
taken too much liberty for your good. 

Miſs Har. I humbly thank you for your advice, my 
ſweet, dear, friendly ſiſter But don't envy me, I beg 
you won't ;—don't fret yourſelf: you can't conceive 
what a deal of good a ſerenity of mind will do your 
health—— I'll go and write an anſwer directly to "this 
charming, charming letter—Siſter—your's. I ſhall 
be glad to ſee you, ſiſter, at my houſe in Hill-ſtreet, 
when I am Mrs Clerimont—and remember what I tell 
8 ſome faces retain their bloom and beauty 

nger than you imagine — my dear ſiſter Come, 
Trifle—let me fly this moment —Siſter, your ſervant. 

[Exit with Trifle, 

Mr: Har. Your ſervant, my dear Well —I am 
determined to lead the gayeſt life in nature, if ſhe mar- 
ries Clerimont— I'll have a new equipage, that's ove 
thing—and I'll have greater routs than her, that's ano- 
ther Poſitively, I muſt outſhine her there—and II 
keep up a polite enmity with her—go and ſee her, ay 
be once or twice in a winter“ Ma'am, I am really fo 
hurried with ſuch a number of acquaintances, that I 
can't poſſibly find time.. And then to provoke her, 
« I wiſh you joy, ſiſter; I hear you are breeding.” — 
ha, ' ha !—that will ſo mortify her 1 wiſh it may 
be a boy, ſiſter —ha, ha!—And then when her. huſ- 
band begins to deſpiſe her, „Really, ſiſter, I pity you 
—had you taken my advice, and married the India 
. caſe is a compaſſionate one Com 

on is ſo inſolent when a body feels none at all —ha, 
as !—if is the fineſt way of inſulting — | 

Enter Mr Harlow. 

x Mr Har. 80, * As how are my ſiſter's affairs 
going on? 
_ © Mrs Har. Why, my dear, ſhe has had another letter 
from Mr Clerimont—Did you ever hear. of ſuch an odd 
unaccountable thing patched up in a hurry here ? 

M. Har. Why, it is ſudden, to be fure— 

Mrs Har. Upon my word, I think you had better 


riſe der.not 19 larek af with. Gopaain Oopes.. Mr 
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Mr Har. No not I-——I wiſh ſhe may be married 
to one or other of them for her temper is really grown 
fo very ſour, and there is ſuch eternal wrangling between 
ye both, that I wiſh to ſee her in her own houſe, forthe 
peace and quiet of mine. | 

Mrs Har. Do you know this Mr Clerimont ? 

Myr Har. No; but I have heard of the family 
There ie u very fine fortume—l wiſh he may hold tus in- 
tention, 

Mrs Har. Why, I doubt it vaſtly. 

Mr Har. And truly ſo do I ; for, between ourſelvew 
eo mg re rr. y fiſter. 105 - 

rs Har. For m Y t r — 
How ſhe could frike his fancy, is to me the moſt aſto- 
_—_— thing—After this, I ſhall be ſurpriſed at no- 


| Ms Har. Well, ſtrange do happen :—S0 ſhe 
„ r I 6 Does 
maid in « houke bs the Gove. | 
Enter @ Servant. | , 
ger. Mr Clerimont, Sir, to wait on you. 
hog: Show him in. {Exit ſervant. J-—-Howcomed 
I , 
Al M. ren him to explain himſelf 
inn it is mighty odd but I'II leave you 
e The man muſt be an idiot to think of 


© Afide, and exit. 
Enter Mr Clerimont. | 
2 = 1 am ghd to have this pleaſure. 
ler. I preſume, Sir, you are no to the bu. 
fineſs that occaſions this vifit. IE 
M. Har. Sir, the honour you do me and my 
Cler. Oh, Sir, to be allied to your family by. fo ten- 
der a tie as a marriage with your fiſter, will at once re- 
flect a credit upon me, — oy depends fn 
the moſt eſſential point———The lady charmed me at the 
Mr Har. The devil ſhe did! CLA. 
Cler. The ſenſibility of her countenance, the elegance 
"2 Bare the ſweetneſs of her manner —— _ 
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' Cler. Compliment !—not in the leaſt, Sir— 
| Mr Har. The ſweetneſs of my bſter" 5 manner——ha, ha! 
Afide. 
.- Cler. The firſt time I ſaw her was a LENS 
at Ranelagh Though there was a crowd of beauties 
in the room, thronging and preſſing all around, yet ſhe 
ſhone amongſt them a with ſuperior luſtre—She was 
walking arm and arm with another lady—no opportuni- 
ty offered for me to form an acquaintance amidſt the 
| hurry and buſtle of the place ; but I inquired their names 
as they were going into their chariot—and learned they 
were Mrs and Miſs Harlow. From that moment ſhe 
won my heart; and at one glance] became the willing 
captive of her 15 - 
Mr Har. A very candid declaration, Sir. * can 
this be? the bloom „Er peach any time theſe 
fifteen years, to my eng any x A, }—You ſee my 
ſiſter with a favourable N . 
Cher. A favourable eyel-=He muſt greatl greatly 
- cernment, who has not a. perception of her merit. 
Mr Har. You do her a great deal of - honour—But 
this affair—is i it not ſomewhat ſudden, . Sir ?— ' 
| Cler. I grant it—you may indeed be ſurpriſed at it, 
; Sir: nor ſhould I have been hardy,enough to make an 
overtures to you,—at leaſt yet a Leif ſhe herſ 
had not condeſceuded to liſten. to my paſſion, and au- 
thoriſed me, under her own fair hand, to apply to her 
brother for his conſent. 
Mr Har. I ſhall be very read ys. Sir, to give my ap- 
tion to my ſiſter's happi 
Cier. No doubt you will—but l let me not cheriſh an 
unavailing flame, a flame that already lights up all my 
tendereſt paſſions. 
Mr Har. To you, Sit, there can be no exception 
I am not altogether a ſtranger to your family and for- 
tune His language is warm, conſidering my ſiſter's 
ut I won't hurt her preferment—{ - Aide. Vou 
will pardon me, Sir, one thin ou are ve 
: .  Cler. © Sir—I am almoſt — . py” — 050 
enough, I hope, Sir, to make a good huſband. F 
Mr Har. ut have you conſulted your friends? 
. Chr. 1 have—My uncle Mr Heartwell, who propo- 
; es 
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ſes to leave me a very handſome addition to my fortune, 
which is conſiderable already—hbe, Sir—— 

Mr Har. We Sir, if he has no objection,” I ca 
have none. un u * l 

Cler. He has none, sir he has given kirconkine} 
he deſires me to loſe no time — I will bring him to pay 
vou a viſit He rejoices in my choice—Y oa ſhall have 
vit out of his own mouth Nam ame your hour, and he 
6 | han attend you. 

V. Har. Any time to-day——1 ſhall ſtay at home 
© on purpoſe. 

« he ler. In the evening I will conduct him hither, * 

In the mean time I feel an attachment here—The lady, 
Sir 

Ar Har. Oh, you want to ſee my ſiſter.” I will ſend 
her to you, Sir, this inſtant. I beg your pardon for 
leaving you alone— Ha, ha !—who could have thought 
of her making a conqueſt at laft ? | LExit. 

- Cler. ( folus.) Sir, your moſt obedient. Now, Cle- 
rimont; now your heart may reſt content; your doubts. 
and fears may all ſubſide, and joy and rapture take their 
place—Miſs Harlow ſhall be mine; ſhe receives my vows; 
ſhe approves my paſſion —( Sings and dances. Soft, 
— Ry 0a appearance e my 

hopes, and my proud heart into 

and fk admiration. N . 
| Enter Mrs Harlow. 

Mrs Afi Sir, your ſervant. 

Cler. Nele ber, r. i 

Mrs Har. I thought arlow was here, Sir. 5 

Cler.” Madam, he is but juſt gone. How a ſingle 
glance of her eye over-awes me f [Afpde.” 

Mrs Har. 1 wonder he would leave you alone, Sir 
that is not ſo polite in his own houſe. INES 

| Cher. How her modeſty throws a veil over her incli-" 
nations My tongue Sher !—T can't ſpeak to her. 


. Mr; Har. He ſeems in confuſion — a pretty man toe! 
— That this ſhould be my ſiſter's r A* C. 

Cler. Madam !—(/ td. 5 

Mr: Har. I imagine you 


OR caſe of the letter you ſent — ch. 
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Cler. Madam, I have preſumed to 


Mr: Har. Well, Sir; and he has no objeRion, 1 


Cler. She hopes —Heav'n bleſs her for the word— 
(Afde.)— Madam, he has frankly conſented, if his ſiſter 
will do me that honour. 

Mrs Har. For his ſiſter I think I may venture to 
anſwer, Sir. 

Cler. Generous, generous creature! 

Mrs Har. You are ſure, Sir, of Miſs Harlow's ad- 
miration ; and the whole family hold themſelves much 
obliged to you. 

Cler. Madam, this etna b has added 
rapture to the ſentiments I felt before; and it ſhall be 
the endeavour of my life to prove deſerving of the amiable 
object I have dared to aſpire to. 

Mrs Har. Sir, I — no doubt of your fincerity— 
I have already declared my ſentiments—you know Mr 
Harlow's—and if my ſiſter is willing, —nothing will be 
wanting to conclude this buſineſ no difficulties ariſe 
from her—for her temper is uncertain As to my con- 
ſent, Sir, your air, your manner, have commanded it. 
Sir, your moſt obedient—I'll ſend my ſiſter to you— 

Exit. 
Figs Madam, (bowing) )—-I 9 
eſs with exceſs of gratitude Oh, ſhe is an 
= !—and yet, ſtupid that I am, I could not give 
vent to the tenderneſs I have within—It is ever ſo with 
ſincere and generous love; it fills the heart with rapture, 
and then denies the power of uttering what we ſo ex- 


quiſitely feel. ——Generous Miſs Harlow ! who could 


thus ſee through my confuſion; interpret all appearances 
favourably ; and, with' a dignity ſuperior to her ſex's 
little arts, forego the idle ceremonies of coquetting, tea- 
zing, and tormenting her admirer. I hear fomebody— 
Oh, here comes Mrs Harlow—What a gloom fits upon 
her features !—She aſſumes authority here, I find—but 
PH endeavour, by inſinuation and ref 
Enter Miſs Harlow. ann 

II Har. My ſiſter has told me, Sir 

Cler. Ma'am.—f bowing OY” r 

be 1 Har. He is a ſycet figure, 4 be oY 
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Cler. She rather looks like Miſs Hadow's mother 
* bot ſiſter-in-law, [ Afades 
7 Har. He ſeems abaſh'd—his reſpect ;othe cauſe, 
Aid iy ſiſter told me, Sir, that you was 1 — 
beg pardon for making you wait ſo long 
Cler. Oh, Ma'am. ( Bows.)—-The gloom an 
from her face, but the lines of ill · nature remain. [A Ade. 
Mifs Har. I ſee he loves me, by his confufion——Pll 
— him with affability—[ A/ide.]— Sir, che wether you 
eaſed to ſend, my fiſter has ſeen—and— + 
"Cher And has affured me that the has na aun 
Miſe Har. I am glad of that, Sir—I was afraid 
Cler. Neo, Ma'am, ſhe has none—and Mr Harlow, 
I have ſeen him too—he has honoured me with his con 
ſent—Now, Madam, the only doubt remains with you 
— May I be permitted to hope— 
My; Har. Sir, you appear like a gentleman—and— 
ler. Madam, believe me, never was love more ſin- 
cere, more juſtly founded on eſteem, or kindled into 
higher admiration. 
Miſs Har. Sir, with che reſt of the family I hold 
myſelf much A to you, and 
Cler. Obliged !|—tis I that am obliged—there is no 
merit on my ſide—it is the conſequence of impreſſions 
DDD ſt ſuch 
beauty, ſuch various graces! ,- 

_ Miſe Har. Sir, Lam afraid—L with my fiſter heard © 
him Alde.] Sir, I am afraid you are laviſh of your 
— — and the ſhort date of your love, Sir— 6 

Cler. It will bop with unabating ardor—The ſame 
charms that firft inſpired it, will for ever cheriſh it, and 
add new fuel, ut I preſume you hold this ſtyle to 
try iy, may fincerity—l Tee that's your aim—but could you 

e feelings of my heart, ee ge er 
keep me in ſuſpenſe. | 

Miſe Har, Heavens! if my fter ſaw my power 
over him Afige.)—A little ſuſpenſe cannot be deemed 
unreaſonable Marriage is an important affair—an affair 
for life—and ſome caution you will allow neceſſary— 

Cler. Madam —(diſconcerted. -O ! I dread the 
5 of her look. [ Afede. 

5 Har, I can't hel obſ, Sin that well 
Vor. II, © * * "chiefly 
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chiefly on articles of external and fuperficial merit; 
whereas the more valuable qualities of the mind, pru« 


| dence, good: ſenſe, a well- regulated conduct — 


-—Cler. Oh, Ma'am, I am not inattentive to thoſe 
matters — Oh, ſhe has a notable houſchold-underſtand- 
ing, I warrant her [ Aſde.]— But let me intreat you, 
Madam, to do juſtice to my Free, and believe me 
a ſincere and generous lover. 

Mis Har. Sir, L will frankly own. that I have been 
trying yorrall this time Z 1 1 Denceſorth 38 
are baniſhe 

ler. Your bord recal me bs! new R tl for 
ever ſtudy to merit this goodneſs —— But your fair ſiſter 
—do-you think I can depend upon her conſent May 
I flatter myſelf ſhe will not change her mind? 

Miſs Har. My filter cannot be imfenſfible of the ho- 
nour you do us all—and, Sir, as far as I; can act with 


2 in the affair, 1 will endeavour” 0 keep them 


nelined to favour you. - | 
3 Madam bows. ) 4 ab 
Miß Har. You — an intereſt in ax breafthat 
will be buſy for you 
Glen I am rome devoted'to you, Madam— * 
Tour. 


Aa Affe 

Cſer. Madam, I ſhalt be for ever ſenſible of is ex- 
treme eondeſcenſion, and ſhall think no pains too great 
to prove the gratitude and eſteem I bear you. I beg 
my compliments to Mr Harlow, and 1 ſhall be here with 
iny uncle in the evening—as -carlys as poſſible I ſhall 
come—My reſpe&s to your ſiſter, Ma'am and pray, 
Madam, keep he het 3 in my intereſt—— Madam, your moſt 


obedient—I have managed the- Hotnnrly lady finely, I 


think Aide] Madam | Bows, and exit. 
Miſe Hur. What will my ſiſter ſay now ?——1 ſhall 
hear no more of her taunts —— A malicious thing !——T 
fancy ſhe now ſees that your giddy flirts are not always 
the higheſt beauties. Set her up, indeed! Had ſhe 
but heard him, the dear man! — hat- ſweet things he 
_ ind ae! ou _ he boobs n 

Wa . Enter 


"xr" 
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nter Mrs Harlow. 

Ws 1 W ell, ſilter—how !—what does he 4 

Miſs Har. Say, filter !-—every, thing that is chirm+ 
ing—he is the prettieſt man— 

Mrs Har. Well, I am glad of it—but all's well that 
ends well-— * 

Mie Har. Envy, ſiſter |—envy, nk downright ma- 
lice !—Oh, had you heard all the tender things he ut. 
tered,-.and with. that ecſtaſy too! that tenderneſs ! that · 
delight reſtrained by modety—  - + 

rs Har. I don't know though; there is omething 
odd i in it ſtill 

Miſs Hur. Ob, 1 don't doubt but you vill fay — 
but you will find I have beauty enough left to make 
ſome noiſe in the world till The men, ſiſter, are 
the beſt judges of female beauty Dan't concert your- 
ſelf about it, ſiſter Leave it all to them — 

Mrs Har. But only think of a overt von never aw | 
but once at Ranclagh— | 

Miſs Har. Very true —but even (then L ſaw what 
work; made in his heart Oh, I am in raptures with. 
him, and he is in raptures * — ane * | 
ne a huſband,»ay, marry, &. | 

Enter Mr Harlow, +. al 

Min ar, 80, ſiſter! how ſtand matters hogs Rl, 

: Miſe Har. As I could wiſh I ſhall no more. be a 
troub e to you—he has declared himſelf ja, the moſt: 
warm and vehement manger—T}wugh my ſiſter has her 
avid AG is a good friend—ſhe is — of my ſue- 
ceſs 
Mr Har. ſiſter, don't think fo. walls of me 
I Hat Wh] t ſneer, Ma am. 

. Mifs Har. reg ire” he wine: Ma'am— 

Mr Har. Come, come, I defire we may _ no 
quarrelling—you two are always wrangling ; but when 
you are ſeparated, it is to be hoped you will then be 
more amicable. Things are now in a fair way—Tho?, 
ſiſter, let me tell you, I am afraid our India — will 
think himſelf ill treate. 

. 2. Har. T * > what I fear too—that's my realon 

1 8 Har. Oh, "ag * away a thobakt aw him 

T 2 r 


4 


— dS) GCE 4 . 


r 
— 
— ew g 
. — 
* © 
* — 
* 


—— — — — 


110 THE OLD MAI D. 


Mr Clerimont has my heart; and now 1 think I am 


ſettled for life, Siſter.— I love to her—now I 
think I am ſettled for life—for lf l 


ſiſter 
| Enter Servant. 

Ser. Dinner is Pines Sir. 

- Mr Har. V well. Come, fiſter, 1 N Joy 
—_— us in to dinner. 
Mir Har. Oh, vulgar—I can't and] muſt go and 
Suk wheel hes in, and do a thouſand things 
for I am determin'd PII look this afternoon as well as 


ever I can. Ei. 
Mr: Har. 1s not all this —_— my dear? Her 


Fee 


Mr Har. Well, let it all 8 you mind i it 


| _ N row ſay any TOR 10 mai if the can, 


re I ſhall joble Ut . | 
1 Har. And upon e- Foes dear, ſo ſhall I 
y out 


—and if I interfere, it! * 
Mr Har. ere, it io purely out of re 3 


g —IF the affair goes on, we thall fairly l 


Her peeviſh humours, and her maiden temper, are be- 
come inſupportable. Come, let us in to dinner. If Mr 
Clerimont marnes her, which indeed will be odd enough, 
we ſhall then enjoy a little peace and quiet. [ Exit. 

Mrs Har. What bn the world could: the man ſee in 
her? Oh, he will repent his bargain in a week or a 
fortnight ; va yep pads e e 


now——ha, ha ! 


Oh, how the rolls her ſ 11 
Aru Nas are vil N. ber icht 


Ha, ha! delightfully he vim look ned (Eu. 


„% «œè „„ 
— Coptetn Cage. 


Ser. ES, Sir, my maſter is at home—he has juſt 
| dove binder, Sir. 
© Brat penn bond mates cp. 16: he 


Ser. 


wich 


—_ 
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Ser. I beg pardon, Sir; I am but a reger in 
„ all I ſay? 3 
Cape. Captain Cape, tell kim, . Se * 
Ser. Yes, Sir. | [Ex 7 
Cape. I can hardly be! my own Ss ! 
am almoſt inclined to think this letter, ſigned v with Miſs 
Harlow's name, a mere forgery by ſome enemy, to drive 
me into an. exceſs of n, and ſo 1 a us both. I 
don't know what to ſay to it. 
Enter Mr Mr Harlow. | 2 1358 
Fa gs Sir, I have waited on you about an extraor- 
nary affair can't comprehend. it, Sir—Here- is a 


N a 


Na with your ſiſter's name—Look at it, Sir—is that 


ay hand-writing ? 
Me. Har. Ves, Sir—l take it to be her writing. 
| Cape. And do you know the contents? 
Mr Her., I can't fay I have read r 
Cape.. But vou know the Purport of it ?, 
Mr Har. Partly. \- 5 
| _ Cape. You do hand is not it baſe treatment; Sir — — 
is.it not unwarrantable can you juſtify her? 
Mr Har. For my part, I — women to manage 
their own e am not fond of intermeddling. 

Cape. But, Sir, let me aſk vou, Was not every thing 
agreed. upon? Are not the writings, now Rs 
hands? Was not next week fixed for our wedding ? 

Mr Har. I underſtood it fo. 

.. Cape: Very well then, and ſee how ſhe treats me 
She writes me here in a contemptuous manner, that ſhe 


recals her promiſe—it was raſhly given—ſhe has thought 


better of it—ſhe will liſten to me no more —ſhe is going 


to diſpoſe of herſelf to a gentleman with whom ſhe can | 


be happy for life—and I deſire to ſee you- no more, 


Sir >" There; that's free and eaſy, is not it What 


do you ſay to that ? 
Mr Har. Why, really, Sir, it is not my affair—1 
have nothing to ſay 25 | 
Cape. Nothing t to ſay to it! Sin I imagined. was 
* with people of ry Serb 
Mr Har. Yo 
you know— 


u.have been dealing with a woman, and 
T 3 : © Cafe. 
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e Tes, I know—T know os treachery of the ſex 

bo is this gentleman, 

Mr Har. His name is a have fixed 

the i among themſelves; and amongſt them de it, 
me 

Cape. Very fine! mighty fine Is Miſs Harlow 
at home, Sir? - 

Myr Har. She is; mae 

Cape. Very well; let me hear it from herſelf, that's 
all. I dere to hear her ſpeak for herſelf. 

Ar Har. With all my heart. I'll leave you together, 
— You know, Captain, ! I was never fond of being con- 
cerned in thoſe things. Saas t 

1 ©, Enter Miſs Harlow." : 644 

iſs Har. n „ this is migh — 
chought, Sir, 1 oder * 

Cape. Madam, I acknowled 
ter; and, Madam, ble if fe , that] 
hold myſelf excuſable if refuſe] oaghp to comply with the 
terms you impoſe 1 7 

Mifs Har. Sir, really wonder what you can mean. 

Cape. Miſtake me not,' Madam ; I am not come to 
whimper or to whine, and to make a puppy of myſelf 
again— Madam, that is all blown over. 

iii Har. Well then, there is 00 harm dove, and 
you will ſurvive this, I hope. - 

Cape. 1 it! | * . 

Miß Har. Yes as Whilh thier ene "OY 

r you i ſomebody to take care of you, 

becauſe, you know, fits of deſpair 4 are ſudden, and 

may raſhly do yourſelf a miſchief. Don't do any uch 

. I beg you won t. 

Cape. This inſult, Madam Do myſelf a miſchief ! 
Madam, don't flatter yourſelf that it is in your pow'r 

to make me-unhappy. It is not vexation brings me hi- 
ther, I affure you. 

Miſe Har. Then let vexation take you away. We 
were never defign'd for one another. 

Cape. My amazement brings me hither—amazement 
that any woman can behave—but I don't want to up- 


braig—1 only come to aſſ for I can hardly as 3 


25 . of your let · 


1 


-- 
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lieve it only come to aſk if 1 am to credit this 
pretty epiſtle ? 

Mifs Har. Every ſyllable—therefore take your an- 
ſwer, Sir, and truce with your importunity. 
Cape. Very well, Ma'am, very well—Your humble 


ſervant, Madam. I promiſe you, Ma'am, I can repay | 


this ſcorn with ſcorn—with tenfold ſcorn, Madam, 
as this treatment deſerves—that's all fay no more— 
Your ſervant, Ma'am— But let me aſk you, Is this a 
juſt return for all the attendance I have paid you theſe 
three years paſt? 

Mi Har. Perfectly juſt, Sir Three years How 
could you be a dangler fo long ? I told you what it 


would come to—Can you think, that raifing a woman's g 


tion, and tiring her out of all patience, is the 
way to make ſure of at laſt you ought to have 
been a briſker lover; you ought indeed, Sir.——1 am 
now contracted to another; and ſo there is an end of 
every thing between us. 


Cape. Ve ry well, Madam - And yet I can't bear to be 


deſpiſed byher. [ Afide} - And can you, Miſs Harlow, can 
u find it in your heart to treat me with this diſdain? 
Have you no compaſſion ? 
Miſs Har. No, poſitively none, Sir—none—none— 
Cape. Your own Captain Cape—whom vou 
Miſi Har. Whom 1 un mh 
Cape. Whom you have often encouraged to adore 


you. 

Mi ifs Har. Pray, Sir, don't touch my hand—I am 
now the y of another. 

Cape. Cant ve 0 Kill break off with him ? 

Miſe Har. No, Sir, I can't—I won't—T love his; 
and, Sir, if you are a man of honour, you will ſpeak to 
me no more. Deſiſt, Sir: for if you don't, my bro- 
ther ſhall tell you of it, Sir; _ to-morrow Mr Cleri- 


mont ſhall tell of it. 
Cape. Mr Clerimont, Madam, Madam, ſhall fight me, ra 


1 7 Har. And muſt 1 u too, moſt noble 
A Gn | ag wi 


Cape. Laughed at too!  _ 
He Ber: What » paſſion ou are i! I can't bear 
to 
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to ſee a man in ſuch a paſſion. Oh, I have a happy 
riddance of you—the violence of your temper is — 
ful— I won't ſtay a moment longer with you - you 
frighten me. Vou ou your auſwer—and ſo your ſer- 
vant, Sir. [ Exit. 
Cape. Ay, ſhe is gone off like a fury; and the furies 
catch her, ſay 1 will never put up with this. I 
will find out this Mr Clerimont, and he ſhall be account- 
able to me. Mr Harlow too ſhall be ncoguntable to 
me. | 


Enter Mr ond Mrs Harlow. W 

Cape. Mr Harlow—I am uſed very ill here, Sir, by 
all of you; and, Sir, let me tell you— — 

Mr Har. Nay, don't be angry with me, Sir—l was 

not to marry ou 

Cape. But, . Sir, I can't help being angry—1 muſt 
be angry—and, let me tell you, you don't behave like 
a gentleman. 

22 Har. How can Mr Harlow help it, Sir, if my 
er 

Mr Har. You are too warm; you are indeed, Sir=— 
let us both talk this matter over a bottle. 

Cape. No, Sir—no bottle—orer a Cannon, if you 
will. 

Mrs Har. Mercy on me, Sir—TI hon you won't talk 
in that terrible manner—you-frighten me, Str. 

Mr Har. Be you quiet, my dear Captain Cape, 
I beg you will juſt ſtep into that room with me; and if, 
in the diſpatching one bottle, I don't acquit myſelf of 
all finifter dealing, why then—Come, come, be a little 
moderate—you fhall ſtep with · me — I'll take it as a fa · 
vour —— Come, come, you muſt — 

Cape. I always:found you a gentleman, Mr Harlow, 
and ſo with all my hear I don't care if 1 do talk the 
matter over with 

Mr Har. Sir, I am m obliged to you—PIl ſhow you 
the way. [ Exeunt. 

Mrs Har. It is juſt as I foreſaw—My filter was ſure 
of him, and now is ſhe going to break off for a young 
man that will deſpiſe her i in a little me wiſh ſhe 
would have Mi 1 dre; | 


Enter 
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| Enter Miſs Harlow. 
Miſs Har. Is he gone, fiſter ? 
Mrs Har. Ne 3 and bone is the dimer nnd aff re idbis 


he is for fighting every body. Upon my word you are 


wrong you don't behave genteelly in the affair. 

Mi Har. Genteelly — = that notion prodi · 
giouſſy —an't I going to marry genteelly ? ' 

Mrs Har. W wh. w your own inclinations —— I 
won't intermeddle any more, I promiſe you— I'll ſtep 
into the „ and ſee what they are Dot. Exit. 

0 Har As you pleaſe, Ma'am I fee plainly the 
* -N ent Heaven's '— 
here comes Mr, 


N Enter Mr Clerimont. 
Mis Har. You are earlier than I _ Jo 
Cher. I have flown, Madam, upon v of love 
IU have ſeen my uncle, id be will be bene ahi the 
half hour——Every thing ſucceeds to my wiſhes with 
him—1 there is no den ecE- Madam, fince 
I faw 8 


you? 
A Ha, Nothing that 
Harlow has not changed 


Cler. COUT 
his mind, I ho 
Miſe Har. ol Sir, he continues in the fame mind. 
Cler. And your fiſter—1 tremble with doubt and fear 
— She does not ſurely recede from the ſentiments he 
flattered me with ? 
2 Har. Why, there, indeed, 1 can't au b 
———— 


Cler. How! | 
Miſs Har. She— I don't know what to make of her— 


Cler. Oh, 1 am on the rack—— In pity, do not tor- 
ture me. - 
Miſs Har. How tremblinglx ſolicitous he is——Oh, 
<P made a ſure conqueſt. 1 ]-Why, ſhe, 
— 
Cler. Ay= ( diſconcerted.) 
Miſs Har. She does not ſeem entirely to approve 
= 2 3 me with deſpair— She | 
ifs Har. Oh, he is deeply ſmitten. A 
thinks ancther'match would tute fuit better. F za 


Ar. Another match 
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Miſs Har. Yes, another; an India captain, who has 
made his propoſals; but I ſhall-take care to e if. 
miſſed. A 


Cler. will you ? 

Miſ Har. I promiſe you I will—tho" —— runs _ 
in my ſiſter's head, and ſhe has taken pains to dring my 
other relations over to her opinion. 

Cler. Oh, cruel, cruel I could not have expected 
chat from her But has ſhe fixed ber hen en watch 
with chis other gentleman? 

. Miſe: Har. Why, truly, I think he has—but my nll 
in. this affair muſt be, and ſhall he, conſulted.” * a 

Clea. And ſo it ought, Ma' mad long acquaint 
ance with the world, Madam—- . 

Miſ Har. Long acquaintance, Sir I have but a 
few years experience only— 

Cler. That is, your , good ſ-ofs, Ma'am—Oh, 00 
found my tongue !- how that . from me. ¶ Aide. 1 
Your good ſenſe— your early good ſenſe—and—and— 
inclination, ſhould be abr = bs 
Miſs Har. And they ſhall, Sir—Hark! L hear her 


-I tell you what, I'll leave you this opportunity to 
ſpeak to her once more, and try to win her over by per- 


ſuaſion— It will make things eaſy if can I am 
gone, Sir. [ Curtfies nnd, and exit. 
Cler. The happineſs of my life will be owing to you, 
Madam — The woman is really better natured than 1 
thought, ſhe} was. — She comes | the lovely tyrant comes ! 
Enter Mrs Harlow. 
She triumphs in her cruelty, and I am ruin'd. 
Mrs Har. You ſeem Aal. Sir—T hope * 
fortune — 
, Cler. The ſerereſt misfortune !—you have broke wy 
Mrs Har. jy ABD heart, Sir d _ | 
Cler. Yes, cruel fair—you—you have undone. me. 
Mr: Har. You amaze me, Sir—prayz how can . 
Cler. And you can ſeem n of the * 
you have made. Tg f 
Mrs Har. Pray untiddle, Sir— | 
Cler. Madam, your ſiſter has told, e w | 
Mr: Har. Ha, ha! what has ſhe told you, Sir? 


Cler. 
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Cler. It may be ſport to you—but to me tis death— 

Mrs Har. What is death? 

Cler. The gentleman from India, Madam—1 
heard it all—you can give him a eien eh oth | 
blaſt my hopes my fond delighte: hopes, which you 
yourſelf had chertſhd, AGIs 

Mrs Har, The gentleman is a very good fort of man. 

Cler. Oh, ſhe loves him, I fee. [ Aide. ]— Madam, 
I perceive my doom is fixed, and fixed by youn— __ © 
Ae Fat. How have I fixed: your ben If I ſpeak 
9 of Captain Cape — he deſerves, it, Sir. e 

. Oh, heavens! 1 cannot bear this— Ale. 

Mr 2 believe there 3 1 knows the 

entleman, but, will give him tus due e.— 
: Cler. Love, love; 7. LA lde. 

Mrs Har. And beſides, , his claim 1 is in fact prior to 
your's. . 

Cher. Aud - muft 1656 be Werne, 6 ke the buſinefs of 
mechanics, by the laws of tyrant cuſtom ?——=Cad Jou 
think ſo, Madam? 

Mrs Har Why, Sir, you know I am not in! love. & 

Cler. Oh, cruel — No, Madam, I ſee you are _ | 

Mrs Har. And really now, Sir, reaſonably ſpeak- 
ing, my ſiſter is for treating Captain Cape very — 

He has been dancing attendance here theſe three years. 

Cr. Yet that you knew, when you- were pleaſed to 
fan the riſing flame that matchleſs beauty had kindled 
in my heart. 

Mr Har. Matchleſs beauty ha, ha {= cannot 
but laugh at that - LAlae. 

Cler. Laugh, Madam, if you will, at the pangs you 
yourſelf occaſion- yes, triumph if you will—1 am re- 
ſigned to my fate, ſince you will have it ſo. 

Mr: Har: have it ſo !—you ſeem to frighten yourſelf 
without cauſe—If I ſpeak favourably bf any body elſe, 
Sir—what then ?—I am not to marry him, you know. 

. Cler.. An't you! 

Mr Har. 1 —no, truly thank heav'n ! CH TY 

Cler. She revives me! [Afide. 

| Mrs Har, That muſt be as my ſiſter pleaſes, _ 

Cler. Muſt it? 

Mr: Har. Muſt it !—to be ſure it muſt. PE 
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Cler. And may I hope ſome intereſt in your heart? 
Mr; Har. My heart, Sir! 
Cr. While it is divided, while another has poſſeſſion 
of but part of it 

Mr: Har. 1 don't underſtand im—Why, it has been 
given away long ago. | 

Cher. I pray you, do not tyrannize me thus with al- 
ternate doubts and fears—if NOOR nt Ge wich 
the leaſt kind return— 

Mrs Har. Kind return !—What, would you have me 


fall in lore with you? 


Cler. It will be generous to im who dove you. 


M.. Har. Adore me! 


Cler. Even to idolatry 
Mrs Har. What can * mean —1 thought my ſiſter 
was the object of your adoration. 
Cler. Your fiſter, Ma'am I ſhall ever reſpect her 
2 my friend on this occaſion; bus n 
ject for that— 
"Mr; CDT... 
Cler. She may have been handſome i in her time—but 
that has been all over long 
Mr: Har. Well, this is bet wiſh ſhe heard 
him now, with her new-fangled airs. (Lon 
me underſtand you, Sir—Adore me ? 
Cher. Ten- only you -b this fair hand. 
Kiffes it. 
Mrs Har. Hold, Ma—this is going too far. But 


Pray, Sir, have you really conceived a paſſion for me ? 


| Cler. You know I have - a paſſion of the tendereſt 
Nature. 
' Mr: Har. And was that your drift in coming hither ? 

Cler. What elſe could i ;nduce me? 
Mr Har. And re yourſelf here, to have an 
| unity of ſpeaking to me ? 

Cler. My angel, peaking torment me thus, 

M,. Has. Angel !—and Pray, Sir, what do you ſup- 
poſe Mr Harlow will ſay to this? 

Gler. Oh, Ma'am—he—be approves my paſſion. 
2 Har. Does he really ?—1 muſt un him about 


2 : Chr , 


* « * 
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Cler. Do ſo, Ma'am L 


more honour than to deceive 

Mr Har. Well, iu will be whimſical it ha den an? 
my ſiſter too, this will be a charming diſcovery for her. 
[Afide.]—Ha, ha !—Well, really Sir, this is mighty 
odd—1T'll ſpeak to Mr Harlow about this matter this 
very moment { Going. 

Cler. Oh, you will find it all true—And may I then 
flatter myſelf — 

Mrs Har. Oh to be ſure—ſuch an honourable pro- 
ject— I'll ſtep to him this moment —and then, ſiſter, I 
ſhall make fuch a piece of work for you—- |» [ Exit. 

Cher. Very well, Ma'am—ſee Mr Harlow immediate- 
ly—he will confirm it to y0o-—-While there is life there 
is hope—Such matchleſs beaut 

Enter Miſs 8 
Miſs Har. 1 + | your pardon, Sir, for leaving you 


all this time—Well, what ſays 2 ſiſter? 
Cler. She has given me ſome glimmering hopes. 
Miſe Har. wh, don't be uneaſy about her—it ſhall 


be as I pleaſe. 

Cler. But with her own free conſent it would be bet- 
ter—however, to you I am bound by every tie; and 
thus let me ſeal a vow—(4i/es ber hand.) 

Miſs Har. He certainly is a very paſſionate lover 
Lord, he is ready to eat my hand up with kiſſes I wiſh 
my ſiſter ſaw this—[Afid de.]—Huſh, I hear Captain 
Cape's voice—the hideous Tramontane !—he is coming 
this way would not ſee him again for the world 
I'll withdraw a moment, Sir—you'll excuſe me—Mr 
Clerimont,—{ Kiſſes ber hand, and curtfies very l. 
your ſervant, Sir—Oh, he is a charming man 

. (orgs and exit. 
Enter Captain Cape 

Cape. There ſhe goes, the 3 ed Sir, I un- 
derſtand your name is Clerimont 

Cler. At your ſervice; Sir. 

Cape. Then, Sir, draw this moment. 

Cler. Draw, Sir! for what? 

Cape. No evaſion. Sir. 

Cler. Explain the cauſe. 

Vor. * g ; U | Cape. 

2 


— 
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Cape. The cauſe is too plain—your making love to 
that lady who went out there this moment 
Cler. That lady! not I, upon my honour, Sir. 

Cape. No ſhuffling, Sir—draw— 

Cler. Sir, I can repel an injury like this—but your 
3 is groundleſs— and, Sir, if ever I made love to 

at lady, I will lay my boſom naked to your ſword— 
That lady I reſign all manner of pretenſion to her 

Cape. You reſign her, Sir. 

| Cler. Entirely. 

Cape. Then I am pacified—/ puts 75 his ford.) 

Cler. Upon my word, Sir, I never fo much as thought 
of that lady. 


Enter Mr Harlow. 

Mr Har. So, Sir—fine Oe you have been carry - 
ing on here 
Cler. Sir! 
Mr Har. You have been attempting my wife, I find. 
Cler. Upon my word, Mr Harlow 
Mr Har. You have behaved in a very baſe manner 
and I inſiſt upon ſatisfaction. Draw, Sir— | 

Cher. This is the ſtrangeſt accident !—I aſſure you, 
Sir—only give me leave— 

Myr Har. 1 will not give you leave—I infiſt— 

Cape. Nay, nay, Mr Harlow—this is neither time 
nor place—and beſides, hear the gentleman : I have been 
over-haſty, and he has ſatisfied me—only hear him— 
| 1 Mr Har. Sir, I will believe my own n wifte—Come on, 

Sir — 
Cler. J aſſure you, Mr Harlow, I came into this houſe 
upon honourable principles— induced, Sir, by my re- 
gard for Miſs Harlow— 
Cape. For Miſs Harlow !—Zoons, 1 
Cler. Again !—this is downright madneſs — two up- 
on me at once you will murder me between vou 
Mr Har. There is one too many * him, ſure 
enough—and ſo, Captain, put up 
Cape. Reſign your pretenſions to Miſs Harlow— 
Cler. Reſign Miſs Harlow !—not for the univerſe— 
in her cauſe I can be as yy as any bravo of ye all— 
[Draws his ſword. 
Mr Har. For Heaven's ſake, Captain Cape—do mo- 
derate 


w» 
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derate your anger — This is neither time nor place I have 
been too raſh myſelf—I beg you will be pacified (He 
puts up.) Mr Clerimont, ſheath your ſword— 

Cler. J obey, Sir 

Mr Har. Captain Cape, how can you ?—you promi- 
ſed me you would let things take their courſe — If my 
ſiſter will marry the gentleman, how is he to blame ?— 

Cape. Very well, Sir—l have done —ſhe is a worth- 
leſs woman, that's all. 

Cler. A worthleſs woman, Sir! 

Cape. Ay, worthleſs 

Cler. Damnation !—Draw, Sir. 

Mr Har. Nay, nay, Mr Cleximont, you are too warm 
* —and there's a gentleman —— is your uncle, 
] ſuppoſe— 

(ler. It is 


« Enter Mr Heartwell. 

* Mr Har. I'll wave all diſputes now, that I may 
* conclude my fiſter's marriage. [ {fades 

«© Cler. Mr Heartwell, .Sir—Mr Harlow, Sir 

Heart. My nephew has informed me, Sir, of the 
© honour you have done him, and I am come to give my 
© conſent. 

Me Har. I thought it neceſſary, Sir, to have the - 
advice of Clerimont's friends, as he is very young, and 
© my fiſter not very handſome, . 

* Cler. She is an angel, Sir— ' 

Heart. Patience, Charles, 1 nephew's 
eſtate will provide for his eldeſt born; and upon the 

« younger branches of his marriage I mean to ſettle my 
© fortune. 

* Mr Har. Generouſly 1 ken, Sir; and fo there is 
* no occafion for delay—W Who waits there ?—tell the la- 
dies they are wanting 

© Heart. J have ever loved my nephew ; and ſince he 
© tells me he has made a good choice, I ſhall be glad to 
« ſee him happy. 

© Cape. But, Sir, let me tell you, that nephew 
© has uſed me very baſely; and, 3 ou 

* Mr Har. Nay, nay, Captain—this i is wrong now; 
* every, thing Was ſettled between us in the other room 

US... re- 
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—recolle& yourſelf—do, I beg you win ok, here 
come the ladies. 
Enter Mrs Harlow and Miſs. 

Miſs Har. Now, ſiſter, you ſhall fee I have comple. 
ted my conqueſt — 

Cler. Now, then, I am happy indeed—My lovely, 
charming bride fre let me ſuatch you to my heart, 
and thus, and thusx—— [Embrace Mrs Harkw, 

Mr Har. Zoons ! delare my face— 

Puſhing him away. 

Cher. Prithee, indulge my | — my life, my 


an 

| hs: 1 defire you will deff. Sir. | 
Cler. Nay, nay, prithee be quiet——My charming, 
charming wife ! | 


Mr Har. That lady is not your wife— 
2 How my a Coe? wy wife 1—cecſtaſy and 


155 Har. Come, come, Sir, this is too much— 

| Chr Ha, ha! you are very pleafant, Sir. 

Mr Har. Zoons, Sir, no rrifling—that lady is my 
wife— 

Cler. Sir ! 

My Hay. I ſay, Sir, that lady is my wife. 

© Cape. Ha, ha! W — — > x comedy 
of errors, I believe—f Sings 

© Heart. What does all mean 4 

Chr. Your wife, Sir! | 

Mr Har. Yes, my wife—and tile” Is my ſiſter, if 


you pleaſe to take her 

Cler. Sir !—— 

Peru e Sir, this is the lady whom you have defired 
in marria 

Cler. Who I, . beg your — That lady 1 
took to be your wife pointing to Mi Harlow ;)—and 


. lady {printing to Mrs Hab I took to be your 


| Cape and Mr. Har. Ha, ha, ha! 

Miſs Har. Lord, Lord! have I been made a fool of 
all this time? furics ! torture! murder! 

Cape. Ha, ha!—my lady fair is taken in, I think— 
A comedy of errors, * ha, ha 


7 
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Mrs Har. Siſter, the men don't ſee with my eyes 
ha, ha! 3 
Cape. Ha, ha! the gentleman is no dangler, Ma'am. 

Mrs Har. This is a complete conqueſt my ſiſter has 
made 
Miſs Har. I can't bear this——Sir, I deſire I may 
not be made a jeſt of. Did not you ſolicit me ?—impor-. 
tune me 

Cler. For yolr intereſt in that lady, Ma'am whom 
I took for Miſs Harlow.— I beg your pardon if I am 
miſtaken I hope there is no harm done. 

Miſi Har. Ves, Sir, but there is harm done—I am 
made ſport of — expoſed to derifion.—Oh, I cannot bear 
this—1 cannot bear it [ Cries. 

Mrs Har. Don't cry, ſiſter - ſome faces preſerve the 
bloom longer than others, you know—ha, ha! | 

Cape. Loll toll loll 

Heart. I don't underſtand all thigz——Is that a your 
© wife, Sir? 

« Mr Har. She is, Sir. 

Heart. And pray, r took that lady for 
Mr Harlow's biker, I ſuppoſe ? | 

© Cler. I did, Sir I beg pardon for the trouble I 
© have given — I am in ſuch confuſion, I can hardly— 

Heart. Well, well, the thing is cleared up, and there 
is no harm done—but you ſhould have known what 
ground you went upon—ha, ha! I can't help laughing 
neither. 

Me Har. Why, faith, nor I—ha, ha ! 

Cher. Since matters have turned out ſo unexpectedly, I 
beg pardon for my miſtake; and, Sir, I take mg leave. 

Tg. 

Miſs Har. And will you treat me in this manner, 
Sir? will you draw me into ſuch a ſcrape, and not 

Cler, Ma am, that gentleman would cut my throat — 
his claim is prior to mine—and, I dare ſay, he will be 
very glad to be reconciled, Madam. . 

—_ Har. You are a baſe man, then, and I reject 
Captain Cape, I ſee my error, Sir, and I re- 


fon myſelf to you. 

Cape. No, Madam, I beg to be excuſed——-TI have 

been a dangler too long—I ought to have been a briſker 
U 2 


lover 
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lover— I ſhall endeavour to ſurvive it, Ma'am— won't 


do myſelf a miſchief—and I have my anſwer—l am off, 


Madam—loll toll loll—— 
Mrs Har. Ha, ha! I told you this, my dear ſiſter. 
Cler. Madam, I dare ſay the gentleman wilt think 
better of it Mir Harlow, I am forry for all this con- 
fuſion, and I pardon of the whole company for my 


miſtake. Mrs Harlow, I wiſh you all happineſs Ma'am 


— creature !—what a misfortune to loſe her 
[Be, and exit. 


Cape. And I will follow his example—Miſs Harlow, 
I wiſh you all happineſo- Angelic creature! what a 


misfortune to loſe her Upon my ſoul, I think you a 


moſt admirable jilt ; and ſo now you * 8 bewail 
your virginity in the mountaine--loll [Extt. 
Miſs Har. Oh, oh! I can't bear to be treated in this 
manner—T'll go and hide myſelf from the world for ever. 
Oh, oh !—the men are all ſavages, barbarians, monſters, 
and I hate the whole ſex—— Oh, oh! (cries * * 9 
LExit. 

- Mrs Har. My dear fiſter, with ber beauty and her 


| 8 ha! 


Har. Ha, ha! very whimfical and ridiculous— | 
© Heart. Sir, my nephew is young—T am forry for 


© this ſeene of errors; and I hope you will afcnibe the 


vhole to his inexperience. 

© My Har. | certainly ſhall, Sir 

Mr: Har. 1 Sage —— my fiſter ſufficiently about this 
matter ; but vanity got the better of her, and leaves her 
now > whimficat inftance of folly and affeQation, 


In vam the Faded Toaſt her mirror tries, 
. And counts the cruel murgers of ber exes; 
For Ridicule, ſiy-peeping oer her Ser 
— — Le 

And while, fond foul ! . | 
"The yooves® fubj®t of the comic via. 
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TY time how happ y ouce and gay? 
Oh, bythe eee cou 3 
But now I'm ſad, ah well-a- 

For my true love is gone to 


The lads purſue, I ſtrive to Ig, . 
Though all their arts are loſt on we. 

For 1 can never love but one, | 
And he, alas! is gone to ſea. 


They bid me to the wake, the fair, 
To dances on, the neighb'ring lee: 
But how can I in ſhare, _ 
Wulle my true love is out at fea ? 
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The flowers droop till light's return, 


The pigeon mourns its abſent ſhe; _ _ 


So will I droop, ſo will I mourn, 


Till my true love comes back from ſea. 
Enter Dorcas. _ 


Dar. What, will you never quit this idle trade? 


Still, ſtill in tears? Ah, you're a fooliſh maid ! 
In time have prudence, your own int'reſt ſee ; 


Youth laſts not always; be advis'd by me. 


That May-day of life is for pleaſure, 

For ſinging, for 2 and ſhow; 
Then why will you waſte ſuch a treaſure, 

In fighang and crying—heigh-ho ! 
Let's copy the bird in the meadows, 

By her's tune your pipe when *tis low; 
Fly round, and coquet as ſhe does, 

And never ſit crying —heigh-ho ! 


Though when in the arms of a lover, 


It ſometimes may happen, I know, 


That, e'er all our toying is over, 


We cannot help crying—heigh-ho ! 

In age ev'ry one a-new part 
I find to my ſorrow tis ſo; 

When old you may cry till your heart achs, 
But no one will mind you—heigh-ho ! 


Sal. Leave me. 
Dor. — Go to—I come to make you glad; 


Sal. 


Odzooks, what's here? this folly ſets me mad. 
You're grieving, and for whom: tis pretty ſport— 
For one that gets a wife at ev'ry port! 


Dorcas, for ſhame ! how can you be ſo baſe, 
Or after this look Thomas in the face ? 


His ſhip's expected . 
Dor. —Tell not me. The Squire— © 
As Tom is your's, you are his heart's deſire = 
Then why ſo peeviſh, and ſo froward ftill? - 
He'll make-your fortune—let him have his will. 


Were I as poor as wretch can be, 
r 


Cal. | 


* 
Ere * 
. — 
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Ere on fuch terms I'd mount his throne, | 


I'd work my fingers to the hone. | 
Grant me, ye pow'rs! I aſk, not wealth; | 

Grant me but innocence and health. | 
Ah, what is 8 to vice? | 

Tis only virtue gives Leit. 1 


Der. er your ways——lI cannot chooke but ſmile. 
ow'd I were young again —alas the while! 
Bun age 5. are wiſhes? —wiſhes will not do: 
One cannot eat one's cake and have it too. 


When I was a young one, what girt was like me ? 
So wanton, fo airy, and briſk as a bee: | 

I tattled, I W 1 2 and where er 

A fiddle was heard, to be ſure I was. there. 

To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay :_ . 
Twas this, Sir—and that, Sir—but — ever Nay ; 
And Sundays, dreſs'd out in my filks and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the beſt in the place. 


WIr 

him, we all are as good as we can: 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh. he'd quarrel for fraws; +. + 
And jealous—tho' truly I gave him ſome cauſe. 
He ſnubb'd me, and bt me —but let me alone; 
Egad, I've a tongue —and I paid him his own. 

Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe . — 
Stand firm to our charter —and have the laſt word. 
But now I'm quite alter d the more to my wo; 
I'm not what I was forty fummers ago: 

This Time's a fore foe, there's ens, art; 
However, I keep up a pretty good heart. 

Grown old, yet I hate to be fitting mum-chance ; 

I ill love a tune, tho? unable to dance ; N 
And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 

I teach that to others I once did Art. FExit. 


Scene, The e appears deſcending the bill with | 


huntſmen. M 


Squire. 
Hark, bark | ihe Get A he the ase led 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away; Th 
| e 
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The morning is up, and the cry of the hounds 
Upbraids our too tedious delay. 
What pleaſure we feel in e the fox ! 
| l 


O'er hill and o'er valley he flies; 
Then follow, we'll ſoon overtake him — Huzza ! 
The traitor is ſeiz'd on and dies. 


Triumphant returning at night with the ſpoil, 
Like Bacchanals, ſhouting and gay; 
How fweet with a bottle and laſs to Pefreſh, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day ! 
With ſport, love, and wine, fickle fortune ay; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs ſours : 
Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 
Let's ſtrew ah way over with flow'rs. [| Exeyrt. 


Scene, The Squire, returnin er the huntſmen are 
gene off, knocks a; Sally” doo, who comes out of the 
cottage. * 


Sal. Ah, whither have my heedleſs ſteps betray'd l 

Sg. Where wou'd you fly? of whom are yourafraid ? 
Here's neither ſpectre, hoſt, nor _ nigh ; 
Nor any one—but Cupid, you, 

Sal. Unlucky !— 

Sq. *Sdeath ! ſhe ſets me all on fire: 


—— [lan TY \ EL 
But wherefore do you „and trembling Sd, 
_ So coy, ſo filly ?— + | 


Sal. Pray, Sir, looſe my hand. 


Sy. When late I wander'd o'er the plain, 
From nymph to nymph, I ftrove in vain 
My wild deſires to rally: 
Zut now they're of themſelyes come home, 
And, ſtrange! no longer ſeek to roam; 
They centre all in Sally. 


Vet ſhe, unkind one, damps m ö p 

And cries I court but to 8 1 8 
Can love with ruin tally ? 

By thoſe dear lips, thoſe eyes, I ſwear, 

I would all deaths, all torments bear, 
Rather than injure Sally. e 


Come 
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Come then, oh come, thou ſweeter far 

Than jeſſamine and roſes are, 
Or lilies of the valley: 

O follow love, and quit your fear; 

He'll guide you to cheſe arms, my dear, 
And make me bleſt in Sally. 


Sal. Sir, you demean yourſelf ; and, to be free, 
Some lady you ſhould chooſe of fit degree: 
I am too low, too vulgar— 

Sz. — Rather ſay, _ 
There's ſome more favour'd rival in the way : 


Some happy ſweetheart in your thoughts takes place; 


For him you keep your favours ; that's the caſe. 
Sal, Well, if it be, *tis neither ſhame nor fin : 

An honeſt lad he is, of honeſt Kin: 

No higher than my equal I pretend. 

You have your anſwer, Sir; and there's an end. 


Sq. Come, come, my dear girl, I muſt not be deny'd ; 
Fine cloaths, you ſhall flaſh in, and rant it away: 
PI give you this purſe too; and, hark you, beſide, 
Well kiſs and we'll toy all the long ſummer's-day. 
Sal. Of kiſſing and toying you ſoon would be tir'd; 
Oh, ſhould hapleſs Sally conſent to be naught ! 
Beſides, Sir, believe me, I ſcorn to be hir'd 3 
The heart's not worth gaining which is tobe bought, 
Sq. Perhaps you're afraid of the world's buſy tongue; 
But know, above ſcandal you then ſhall be put ; 
And laugh, as you roll inyour chariot along, 
At draggle-tail Chaſtity walking a-foot. 
Sal. If only through fear of the world 1 was ſhy, 
My coyneſs and modeſty were but ill ſhown 
It's pardon *twere eaſy with money to buy; 
But how, tell me how, I ſhould purchaſe my own. 
Sg. Leavemorals to grey-beards, thoſe lips were delign'd 
For better employment 
Sal. EI will not endure | 
Sg. Oh fie, child! Love bids you be rich and be kind ; 
Sal. But virtue commands me, — Be honeſt and poor, 


- 
. 


* 
po Aer 
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ACT u. 


SCENE, The Sea ide. 


Thomas, with Sailors, enters in a boat, from which they 
land. 


L Teens 
Avasr, my boys, avaſt ; all hands aſhore : 
Meſſmates, what cheer ? Old En nd, hey ! once more, 
I'm thinking how the wenches will rejoice ; 
Out with your preſents, boys, and take your choice. 
I've an old ſweetheart but look, there's the town; 
Weigh anchor, tack about, and let's | bear down, | 


How happy is the ſailor's life, 
From coaſt to coaſt to roam; 
In ev'ry port he finds a wife, 
In ev'ry land a home. 
He loves to range, 
He's nowhere ſtrange ; 
He ne'et will turn his back, 
To friend or foe; 
No, maſters, no: 
My bfe for honeſt Jack. 
Chorus. He loves to range, &c. 


If faucy foes dare make a noiſe, 
) And to the ſword appeal ; | 
We out, and quickly learn em, boys, 
With whom they have to deal. 
We know no craft, but *fore and aft, 
Lay on our ſtrokes amain ; 
Then, if they're tout, for t'other bout, 
8 We drub em o'er 
Chorus. We know no craft, &c. 


Or fair or foul, let Fortune blow, 
Our hearts are never dull ; 
The pocket that to-day ebbs low, 
To -morrow ſhall be full: | 
For if ſo be, we want, d'ye ſee, 
A pluck of this here ſtuff ; 
In Indi-a, and Amevi-aa, 
We're ſure to find 
Chorus. For if ſo * 48 


* 
4 - - 
1 
* * 
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Then bleſs the king, and bleſs the wy | 
And hleſs our captains all; | 
And ne'er may chance unfortunate, 
The Britiſh fleet befal ; 
But proſp'rous gales, where'er ſhe ab; 
And ever may ſhe ride, 
Of ſea and ſhore, till time's no more, 
The terror and the pride. 
Chorus. But proſp'rous gales, Ke. [Exeurt. 


Enter Squire and Dorcas. 

S7. In vain I've ev'ry wily art efſay'd,  - 
Nor promiſes can tempt, nor vows ide 
No 225 of ſucceſs 1s left me now 3... , 

How ſhall I gain her Wa 

Dor. —Why, I'll tell you how. 

This way ſhe comes; the wench is full of pride; 
Lay oaths, and yows, and promiſes _— 
Often, when regular approaches fail, 

Beſiegers ſtorm a place, and To prevail; 

All you who would wiſh to ſucceed with a laſs, 
Learn how the affair's to be done; 


For if you ſtand fooling, and ſhy, like an aG, 
Youſl loſe her, as ſure as a gun. 


With whining, and ſighing, and vows, and all that, 
As far as you pleaſe you-tay run; 

She'll hear you, and jeer you, and give you a pat, 
But jilt you, as ſure as a gun. 

To worſhip, and call ber bright goddeſs, is fine; 
But mark you the conſequence, mun; 

The baggage will think herfelf really ** 
And ſcorn you, as ſure as a gun. 


Then be with'a maiden, bold, Sole, nd he, 


And no opportunity ſnun: 
She'll tell you ſhe hates you, dn Fwear we nen out ; 
But muni—ſhe's as fure as a gun. f Exeunt. 


Enter Sally, 'avith'a milling pail, 42 
Sal. How cruel thoſe who, with ungenerous aim, 


Strive to ſeduee and * Poor maids to ſhame ! 
That 


Vor. II. 
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That brutiſh ſquire ! but wherefore ſhould I fear? 
I ne*er can turn falſe-hearted to my dear. 
No ; when he came his laſt farewel to take, 
He bid me wear this token for his ſake; _ 
He ſhall not prove me fickle and unkind ; 
Or ſay, that—out of ſight was out of mind. 


Auſpicious ſpirits guard my love, 

In time of danger near him bide3 
With outſpread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball afide. . 

And you his foes, though hearts of ſteel, 
Oh, may you then with me accord; 
A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 
Behold his face, and drop the ſword. 


Ye winds, your bluſt'ring fury leave: 
Like ars that o'er the garden ſweep 
Breathe ſoft in fighs, and gently heave, 
The calm ſmooth boſom of the deep. 
Till halcyon peace return'd, once more, 
From blaſts ſecure and hoſtile harms, 


+> My ſailor views his native ſhore, 
And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 
3 Enter Squire. 
S7. Mell met, pretty maid; 


Nay, don't be afraid; 
I mean you no miſchief, 1 vow: 
Pſha ! what ist you ail? 
y Come, give me your pail, 
And l' carry it up to your cow. 
Sal, Ti let ft alone, 
I've hands of my own, | 
Nor need your's'to help me —forbear! 
How can you perſiſt? _ | 
I won't, Sir, be kiſt, 
Nor tcaz'd thus — go trifle elſewhere, 


3; In yon lonely grove 
I ſaw an alcove, 


All round the ſweet violet ſprings z | 


” 


And 


Cal. 


\ 
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And there was a thruſh, 
Hard by in a buſh, 
*Twould charm you to hear how be ſings. 


But hark ! prithee, hark ! 
Look, yonder's a lark ! 
It warbles and pleaſes me fo, 
To hear the ſoft tale 
O' th* ſweet nightingale 
I wou'd not be tempted to go. 


Then here we'll fit down: 
' Come, come, never frown ! 


No longer my bliſs ll retard; 


Kind Venus ſhall ſpread 
Her veil over head, 


And the little rogue Cupid keep guard. 
Enter Thomas. 


Tho. What's this 1 ſee? May 1 believe my eyes > 


Sal. 


Sal. 


A pirate juſt about to board my prize! 
*Tis well I this way chanc'd 191 courſe e. 
Sal, what's the matter !— 

— Thomas }— 

— Sdeath, who's here? 


Fellow be gone, or 


Learn your phraſe to nds 


Do you ſheer off, or elſe Pll — you, friend. 
Let go the wench ; I claim her for my ſhare ;. 
And now lay hands upon her—if you 00 


Saucy raſcal, this intruſion 
You ſhall anſwer to your colt : 
Bully*d—ſcandaliz*d—confuſion * 
All my ſchemes and wiſhes croft. 


Hark you, maſter, keep your 7 — 3 
*Sblood, take notice what I ſay: / 

There's the channel, no reſiſtance ; 
Tack about, and bear away. 


Wou'd you wreſt our freedom from us: 
Now my heart has loft its fear: 
Oh, my beſt, my deareſt Thomas ! 
- Sure ſome angel brought you here. 
X 2 Sg. 
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Sz. + Since her paltry inclination, 
Stoops to ſuch a thing as you 3 
Thus I make a recantation z | 
Wretched, fooliſh girl, adieu! [Exit, 


Sal. Oh, welcome, welcome]! How ſhall T i 8 
I de joy this happy meeting gives my heart? 

Now, 'Tom, in lafety ſtay at home with me, 
And nerer truſt again that treach'rous ſea. 

Tho. Excuſe me, Sal; while mighty George has foes, 
On land, and main, their malice I'll oppoſe. 
But hang this talking, my defires are keen; 
You ſee yon ſteeple; and what I mean. 


Let fops pretend in flames to melt, 
And talk of pangs they never felt ; 

. I ſpeak without fruits or art, 
And with my hand — my heart 


Sal. Let ladies diffly deny, 
P Look cold Lab give Gs ng the 151 


| I own the paſſio n in m 
1 | And long to — my — blen. 


Tho. For this the failor, on the maſt, J 
1 Endures the cold and cutting blaſt; 
= dripping wet, wears out the night, 
And braves the fury of the fight. 


For this the virgin p ines and ſighs, 
Win throbbing beat and ſtreuming eres 
Till ſweet reverſe of joy ſhe proves, | 
And claſps the faithful (lad ſhe loves. Ne 


Bath. Ye Britiſh youths, be brave; you'll find 
The Britiſh virgins will be kind : 
- Protect their beauty from alarms,” 
And they Uvepay you we map charms. 
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Tents our edmie muſe the buſkin wears, who lot got 

And gives herſelf no ſmall romantic airs ; .. 
Struts in heroics, and in pompous verſe 
Does the minuteſt incidents rehearſe ; Mt 4 42 
In ridicule's ſtrict retroſpect diſplays , 
The poetaſters of theſe modern days. co g 
When the big-bellowing bombaſt rends our ears, 
Which, ſtript of ſound, quite void of ſenſe appears; | 
"Or when the fiddle-faddle numbers flow, = „1 [+ of 14 
Serenely dull, elaborately low : | : g \ | 


Either extreme, when vain pretenders take, 

The actor ſuffers for the author's ſake ; 4 

The quite · tir'd audience loſe whole hours, yet pay, 

To go unpleas'd and unimprov'd away. 

This being our ſcheme, we hope you will excuſe 

The wild excurſion of the wanton mule ; : 

X 3 | | With 
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Withbut s frolic wears a mimic moſk; 
And ſets herſelf ſo whimſical a taſk; 
Tis meant to pleaſe ; but if it ſhould offend, 


© "Tis very ſhort, und ſo6n wil Have an *. 


Scents, An anti chamber i in the lth 


Enter Rigdum- Funnidos a Aldiborontiphoſcophornio. 


Riopun-Funninos. 


Leises ene td dunno!” 
Where left you Chrononhotonthologos ? 
Ald. Fatigu'd with the tremendous toils of war, 
Within his tent, on downy couch ſuccumbent, 
Himſelf he unfatigues with gentle ſlumbers. 


Lull'd by the cheerful trumpet's gladſome clangor, 


The noiſe of drums, accdXNunder of artillery, 
He ſleeps ſupine amidſt the din of war:: 
And yet it is not definitely fleep Bt.” + 
Rather a kind of doſe, a waking "Pg 
That ſheds a ſtupefaction o'er his ſenſes : 
For now he nods and ſnores; anon he ſtarts; 
"Then nods and ſnores again. If this be ſleep, 
Tell me ye gods, what mortal man's awake! 
What ſays my friend to this? 

Rig. Say! Ihy ke Sethe dog Ree what at a plague 
woul you have me to {a d 

Ald. O impious thou 240 0 curſt inkovaion! 
As if great — A roms 
To animals deteſtable and vile, 
* ought the leaſt ſimilitude 5 wi 4 

y dear friend, you entirely en me: 

I 40 "not call the king dog by craft; I was only going 
to tell you the ſoldiers had juſt received ren and 


are all as drunk as ſo many ſwabbers. 


Ald. Give orders inſtantly, that no more money 
Be iſſued to the troops; mean time, my friend, 
Let all the baths be fill'd with ſeas of unn, 
To ſtupify their ſouls into ſobriety. 
Rig. 1 fancy you had better Vaniſh the ſutlers, and 


Ald. 


"low the geneva caſks to che devil, 
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Ald. Thou counſell'ſt well, my Rigdum- Funnidos, 
And reaſon ſeems to further thy advice. | 
But ſoft——the king, in penſive contemplation, 
Seems to revolve on e important doubt: 
His ſoul, too copious for this earthly ane. 
Starts forth ſpontaneous in ſoliloquy, ' 
And makes his tongue the midwife of his mind. - 


Let us retire, leſt we-diſturb his folitude. [7] hey retire. 


Euter King. 
This god of ſleep is watchful to torment me, 
Aud; reſt is grown a ſtranger to mine eyes. 
3 rt not a Chrononhotonthologos, ; 
Thou idle flumb'rer, thou deteſted Somnus ; 
For if thou doſt, by all the waking pow'rs, 
I'll tear thine eye - balls from their leaden ſockets, 
And force thee to outſtare eternity! 
[Exit in a great buf 
Re-enter Rigdum-Funnidos and Aldiborontiphoſco- 
phornio. 

Rig. The king's in a curſed paſſion: Preys whois this 
Mr Somnus he's ſo angry withal ? 

Ald. The fon of Chaos and Erebus © 
Inceſtuous pair! brother of Mors relentleſs; 

Whoſe ſpeckled robe, and wings of blackeft þue, | 
Aﬀeoniſh all mankind with hideous glare: 
Himſelf, with ſable-plumes, to men benvrglent, 
Brings downy ſlumbers and refreſhing ſieep. 

Rigd. The gentleman may be come of a very 
family, for ought I know; but I wou'd not be in his 
place for the world. 

Ald. But lo, the King, his footſteps this way bending, 
His cogitative faculties immers'd 
In cogibundity of cogitation. © 
Let filence cloſe our — Peceh, 

Till apt attention tell our heart the purport 
Of this profound profundity of thought. 
Re-enter King and Attendant. 

1 It is reſolv d Now Somnus, I defy thee, 
And from mankind ampute thy curſt dominion : 

Theſe royal eyes thou never more ſhalt cloſe : 
Henceforth let no man fleep, on pain of death. 
Inſtead of lep. let pompous pageantry, 


And 


* 


Mean time bid all the prieſts prepare 


 Ev'n ſound itſelf. So be it as we have e 
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And ſolemn ſhow, with ſonorous folemaity, 
Keep all mankind eternally awake. 

Bid Harlequino decorate the ſtage - 

With all magnificence of decorations, .,_ 
Giants, gianteſſes, dwarfs and pigmies, 
Songs, dances, muſic i in its ampleſt order, 
Mimes, patomimes, and all the magic motion 
Of ſcene deceptio-viſive and ſublime. 

- [An Entertainment of Singing here, after the Italian 
manner, by Signior Socciatinello and Signiora Sa- 
carina. ] | 

Enter Captain of the Guards. 

Capt. To arms, to arms! great Chrononhotonthologos! 
Th' Antipodean pow'rs, from realms below, 
Have burſt the ſolid intrails of the earth, 
Guſhing ſuch cataracts of forces forth, 
This world is too incopious to contain them. 
Armies on armies march in form ſtupendous, 
Not like our earthly legians, rank by rank, 


But tire o'er tire, high pil'd from earth to hear'n. - 


A. blazing bullet, bigger than the ſun, | . 
Shot from a huge and monſtrous culverin, 
Has laid your royal citadel in aſhes. 

King. —. coward ! were they wedg'd like golden 
Or pent ſo cloſe as to admit no vacuum, [ingots, 
One look from Chrononhotonthologos 
Shall ſtare them into nothing. Rigdum-Funnidos, 
Bid Bombardinion draw 35 forth, - 

And meet us in the plains of Queerumania : 
This very now ourſelves will there 4 him. 

eir temples 
For rites of triumph: let the ſinging fingers, 


With vocal voices, moſt vociferous, 


In ſweet vociferation, out-vociferize 
| [Exeunt. 


Sexn r, 4 en apartment. 
Enter Q. Fadladinida, Tatlanthe, and Attendants. 
Queen. Day's curtain drawn, the morn begins to riſe, 


The 


And waking nature rubs ber deep; eyes; 
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The pretty little, fleecy, bleatin 

In We n Peng 4 e the * 
Night gathers up her ſhades in fable ſhrouds, 
And whiſp'ring oſiers tattle to the clouds: 
What think you, ladies, if an hour we kill 

At baſſet, ombre, piquet, or quadrille ? _ 

Tat. Your Majelt was pleas'd to order tea. 

Qucen. My mind is alter d; bring ſome ratafia. 

b [ They are ſerved with a dram. 
I have a famous fiddler fent from France; 
Bid him come in. What think ou of a dance ? 
Enter King of the Fiddters. 
Fid. Thus to your N ſays our . muſe: 
Would you a ſolo or ſonata chooſe, 
Or bold concerto, or ſoft ficiliano, 
Alla Franceſe overo in guſto Romano ? 
When you command, tis done as ſoon as ſpoke. 
| Queen. A civil fellow—Play zus the Black Jock. 
[Queen and Ladies dance the Black Peck. 
So much for dancing; now let's reſt a While. 
Bring in the w—_ does the kettle boil? - 

Tat. The water bubbles, and the tea cups ſkip, 
Through eager hope to kiſs your royal lip. 
C w_ oil dealt iy 9 
en. Come, e to 
fun} im oe Bohes ? rea, 
1/t Lady. Never, 22 proc ſure on earth was feen, 

So gracious, ſweet, and affable a queen. 

24 Lady. She is an angel !— W 

1% Lady. — She's a goddeſs rather! | 

Tat. She's angel, queen, and goddeſs all together! 

Qucen. Away! you flatter me.— 

% Lady. —We don't indeed. 

Your . does our praiſes far exceed. 

Queen. You make me bluſh : pray help me to a fan. 

1/2 Lady. That bluſh becomes you. — 

Tat. Would I were a man ! 

2ucen. L'Il hear no more of this, as I'm a finner. 

[Enter E Maſter of the Ceremonier, drape of 
; eating. 
Dear me! that's true, I never N dinner; 


— — — 


forward with g. vengeance. 


7 Our bounty's debtor to your loyalty, 
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But *twill be over, ladies, very ſoon : | 
Meantime, my friend, play t'other little tune. 
[ Mufic plays, they all dance off. 
Scene, Another apartment. 
Enter Rigdum-Funnidos and Aldiborontiph. | 


Rig. Egad, we're in the wrong box; who the devil 
would have thought, that this ſame Chrononhotontholo- 
gos ſhould have beat that mortal fight of Tippodeans ? 
Why, there's not a mother's child of them to be ſeen. 
Egad, they footed it away as faſt as their hands could 
carry them ; but they left their king behind them : we 
have him ſafe, that's one comfort. 

Ald. Wou'd he were ſtill at ampleſt liberty! 

For, O my deareſt Rigdum- Funnidos, 

I have a riddle to-unnddle to the, 

Shall make thee ſtare thyſelf into a ſtatue. 

Qur Queen's in love with this Antipodean | 

Rig. The devil ſhe is! Well, I ſee miſchief is going 


Ald. But lo, the conqueror comes all crown'd with 
A ſolemn triumph his return : Ceonqueſt; 
Lets graſp the fore - of this apt occaſion, 

To greet the victor in his flow of glory. 

Enter King in triumph, met by Rigdum. and Aldib. 

Ald. All hail to Chrononhotonthologos ! . . 

Thrice trebly welcome to your loyal ſubjeQs ! 
Myſelf, and faithful Rigdum-Funnidos, 

Loft in a labyrinth of love and loyalty, 

Intreat you to inſpe& our inmoſt fouls, A 
And read in them what tongue can never utter. 

King. Aldiborontiphoſcophornio, 
To thee, and gentle Rigdum-Funnidos, 
Our gratulations flow in ſtreams unbounded ; _, 


Which ſhall with int'reſt be repaid ere long. 

But where's our Queen, where's Fadladinida ? 

She ſhould be foremoſt in this gladſome train, 

To grace our triumph; but I E. ſhe flights me: 

This haughty queen ſhall be no longer mine; 

I'll have a ſweet and gentle coneubine. 

; Rig. Now, my dear ſweet Phoſcophorny, for a ſwin- 


Ls ging 
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ging lie to being tie queen off; and I'll run with it this 
minute to her, that we may be all in a ſtory- [A/ide. 

( They whiſper importunately, and Rigdum. goes out.) 
Ald, Speak not, 47 15 C rononhotonthologos, | 

In accent ſo injuriouſly ſevere, 
Of Fadladinida your faithful queen : 
By me ſhe ſends an; embaſſy of love, 
Swat blandiſhments, and kind congratulations ; 
But rang O ſhe cannot, come herſelf! 
Qur rage is turn'd to fear ; what ails the n 
pg A ſudden diarrhza's rapid force 
So yon the periſtaltic motion, 
That all conclude her royal life in danger. | 
King. Bid the phyſicians of the earth aſſemble 
In conſideration ſolemn and ſedate ; 
More to corroborate their ſage reſolves, 
Call from their graves the learned men of old, 
Galen, Hippocrates, and Paracelſus; 
Doctors, apothecaries, ſurgeons, chymiſts, 
All, all attend! and fee they bring their med'cines, , 
Whole magazines of gallipotted noſtrums, 
Materializ'd in pharmaceutic order : 
'The man that cures. our queen ſhall have our einpire. 
[Exeunt ots. 
Enter Tatlanthe and Queen. 
Jueen. Heigh ho! my heart! 
Tat. What ails my gracious queen? 
Queen. O, would to Venus I had never ſeen — 
Tat. Seen what, my royal miſtreſs ? 
_ Too, too much ! 
at Did it affright you? 
Queen. No, *tis nothing ſuch. 

- Tat. What was it, madam ? | 
Queen Really I don't know. ; 
Tat. It muſt be ſomething, | 
een. No. 

at. Or nothing. 
Queen. No. 
O, my Tatlanthe! have you ever teen 
Tat. Can I gueſs what, unleſs you tell, my queen 5 
Auen. The king I mean * 
at, 


. 
— 


- 


—_—_—— 
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_ Tat. Juſt now return'd from war, 

He rides like Mars in his triumphal car: 

Conqueſt precedes with laurels in his hand; 

Behind him̃ Fame does on her tiptoes ſtand; 

Her golden trump ſhrill through the air ſhe ſounds, 
Which rends the earth, and thence to heav'n rebounds ; 
Trophies, and ſpoils innumerable, grace 5 
This triumph, which all triumph does deface. 

Haſte then, great queen, your hero thus to meet, 
Who longs to lay his laurels at your feet. 

Queen. Art mad, Tatlanthe ? I mean no ſuch thing; 
Your talk's diſtaſtefuL— _ _ 

Tat. Didn't you name the king ? | 

Queen. I did, Tatlanthe ! but it was not thine ; 
The charming king I mean is ooly mine. 

Tat. Who elſe, who elſe, but ſuch a charming fair, 
In Chrononhotonthologos ſhould ſhare ? | 
The queen of beauty, and the god of war, 

In you and Chrononhotonthologos united are ; 

The queen of beauty, and the god of arms, 

Tn him and you united blend their charms. 

O. had you ſeen him, how he dealt out death, 
And at one ſtroke robb'd thouſands of their breath ; 
While on the ſlaughter'd heaps himſelf did riſe 


In pyramids of conqueſt to the ſkies! 
Queen. This does my utmoſt indignation raiſe ; 
You un toy peril; letth Jobs pindete + 2 


Leave me for ever.— | 

Tat. (kneeling.) —O, what ſhall I ſay ? 
Do not, great queen, your anger thus diſplay. 
O frown me dead! let me not live to her 
My gracious queen and miſtreſs ſo ſevere. 
I've made ſome horrible miſtake, no doubt; 
O tell me what it is !—, n 

Qucen.— No, find it out. Flom 387 

Tat. No, I will never leave you; here I'll grow, 
Till you ſome token of forgiveneſs how. 
O all ye pow'rs above ! come down, come down ! 
And from her brow diſpel that angry frown. 

Queen Tatlanthe, riſe ; thou haſt prevail'd at laſt; 
Offend no more, and L' excuſe what's i 2 
2 N Tat. 


CHRONONHOTONTHOLOGOS. 253 


Tat. ( Afide.) Why, what a fool was I, not to per- 
ceive her paſſion for the topſy-turvy king? the gen- 
tleman who carries his head where his pocket ſhould be. 
But I muſt tack about, I ſee.- 

Excuſe me, gracious Madam, if my heart 
Bears ſympathy with your's in ev'ry part. 
With you alike I ſorrow and rejoice, 
Approve your paſſion, and commend your choice. 
The captive king— | 
Queen. That's he ! that's he! that's he! 
I'd die ten thouſand deaths to ſet him free. 
Oh, my Tatlanthe ! have you ſeen his face, 
His air, his ſhape, his mein, with ſuch a grace, 
Quite upſide down, in a new way he ſtands ? 
How prettily he foots it with his hands ! 
Well, I muſt have him, if I live or di; 
To priſon and his charming arms I fly. CExcant. 
*, Scine, A Priſon. _ _ . 
The King of the Antipodeans diſcovered ſleeping on a couch. 
| Enter Queen. Fr ” 

Queen, Is this a place, oh all ye gods above! 

This a reception for the man I love? | 

See in what charming attitude he ſleeps, | ö 
While nature's ſelf at his confinement weeps ! 

Riſe, lovely monarch !. ſee your friend appear; 

No Chrononhotonthologos is here. 

Command your freedom by this ſacred ring, 

Then command me. What ſays my charming king? 
( Puts à ring in his mouth, he makes an odd kind of noiſe. 
Ah, wretched queen, how hapleſs is thy Tot, 
To love a man that. underſtands thee not ! 

O lovely Venus! goddefs all divine! | . 

And gentle Cupid, that ſweet ſon of thine! 

Aſſiſt, aſſiſt me with your ſacred art, 

And teach me to obtain this ſtranger*heart.. ', * 


Venus deſcends in her chariot with Cupid, and ings. 


See Venus does attend thee, _. 
My dilding, my dolding : 
Love's goddeſs will befriend thee, 
Lily bright and ſhining. ; 3 
* With 


Vol. II. 


8 — — L — 


— — — —— — 
* 


f You ſhall be a widow fefore it be night, | 


What woman alive wou'd ſuch offers refuſe, 
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With 15 and * 
dilding, c. 

She foes thy tender paſſion, 

Lily, Sc. Da cape. 


8 ey n = changes. 

To "my On divine 
8 the lady lee: 0 
bs -- what e'er thou wilt, tis thine, 


ad 

Take pn Aon fer - wha? in hand, 
N 

All the world's at chy command, 
My gay, 1 Co Da capo. 


+ Cupid Sings. 
8 er 
r, gen emary 
a maiden fo fair and ſo bright, 
1. dew that flies over the mulberry tree? 


Queen. 
Wat ieee 
Gillyflow'r, Oc. 
For I'm, to my ſorrow, a maiden as bright 
As the dew, &c. 


C 


N loner a mide fo fair and fobright 

0 a en 
b nk "Bll perſon ſhall ſhare, 
bay? = r, m_ 

And twenty fine babies your body ſhall * 
As the dew, &c. 


Deen. | 
© thanks, Mr Cupid for this yohr good news, 
- Gillyflow'r, Qc. 


While the dew, Q. 
[Venus and Cupid . e 


Senn, 
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Scene, Bombardinion's tent. 7 


| Enter King and Bombardinion. 


Bom. This honour, royal Sir, ſo royalizes 
The royalty of your moſt royal actions, 
The dumb can only utter forth their praiſe; _- 

For we who ſpeak, want words to tell our meaning. 
Here, fill the goblets with Phalernian wine; | 
nd while our monarch drinks, bid the ſhrill trumpet 

ell all the gods that we propine their healths. 
r hund. 
ing. Hold, Bombardinion 3 I eſteem it 
wink much wine, to eat a-little bit. 
Bom. See that the table inſtantly be fpread 
With all that art or nature can uce : 
S round the world; 
ry eatable that ean be eat; 
The king ſhall cat, _ — mankind be ſtarv'd. 


Cook. And it dete 2 — there's ſome cold 
pork in the pantry ; I'll baſh it for his majeſty in a mi- 
* Ext i in a hg 

. Haſh'd pork! Shall 
Be y with ſwine's ©'s fleſh, and at ſecond "Wha 
Now, by the gods! thou doſt inſult us, 
Bom. The gods — witneſs that I little thought 
Your majeſty ox _=_ had ſuch averſion !' 
King. Away, traitor ! doſt thou mock thy maſter? 
[Strikes him. 

Bam. A blow! Shall Bombardinion take a blow? 

Bluſh, bluſh, thou ſun ! ftart back, thou rapid ocean! 


Hills, vales, ſeas, mountains, all, commixing, crumble; 


And into chaos pulverize the world; 

For Bombardinion has receiv'd a blow, 

And Chrononhotonthologos ffiall die. { Draws... 
King. What means the traitor ? [Draws 
Bom. Traitor in thy teeth : | Jak Be 

Thus I defy thee. [They fight ; he till the ling. 


Ha! what have I done? | 

Go call s coach, and let a coach be call'd ; 
And let the man that calls it be the caller ; 
Apdin his calling, W _ 
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But coach, coach, coach! O for a coach, ye gods! 


[Exit raving, 
F', . Returns with a Doctor. 
Bom. How fares your majeity ? 
Deodt. My Lord, he's dead. 
Bom. Ha, dead? impoſſible! it cannot be ! 
I'd not believe it, though he himſelf ſhou'd-iwear i it. 
Go join his body to his ſoul again, 
Or by this hand thy ſoul ſhall quit thy body. | 
Dot. My Lord, he's paſt the pow'r of phyſic: 
His ſoul — left chis world. 
Bm. Then go to t'other world and fetch it back; 


[Kills bin. 
And if I find * trifleſt with me there, ; 
I'll chace thy ſhade through myriads of orbs, 
And drive thee far beyond the verge of nature, 
Ha! call'ſt thou, Chrononhotonthologos ? . 
I come ! your faithful Bombardinion eomes ! 
He comes, in worlds unknown, to make new wars, 
ra a rue array 
[Kills binelf 
Enter Queen ard others, 
Al. O horrid ! horrible ! and horrid'ſt horror 
Our king, our general, our doctor dedd 
_—_ dead! ſtone dead! irrecoverably dead! | 
| All greau a trapedy 2 
Queen. My huſband dead! — — what —— 
To make a widow of a virgin queen? 
For to my great misfortune, he, poor king. 
Has left me ſo; and that's a wretched thing ! 
Tat. Why then, dear Madam, make no further pother; 
Were I your majeſty, I'd try another. ; 
» Queen. I think *tis beſt to follow thy advice. 
[ Simpert ng. 
Tat: Pl fit you with a huſband in a trice. 
Here's Rigdum- Funnidos, a proper man; 
If any one can pleaſe a queen, he can. 
Rig. Ay that I can, pleaſe your majeſty: fo, cere- 
monies apart, let's proceed to the buſineſs. 
. [Az iſſes the Queen, 
Queen. Ob, but the mourving takes up all my care ; 
I'm at a loſs what colour'd weeds to wear. 


Rig. 
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Rig. O, Madam, never talk of mourning z 
One ounce of mirth is worth a ponnd of ſorrow : 
Let's bed to-night, and then we'll wed to morrow. 


Pll make thee a great man, my little 8 
LAlde to Aldib.- 


Ald. I ſcorn thy bounty; I'll be king or nothing: 
Draw, miſcreant, draw. [ Rig. runs behind the Queen. 
| Pucen, Well, gentlemen, to make the matter eaſy, 

II} have you both; and that, I hope, will pleaſe ye. 

| | Takes each by the hang- 
And now, Tatlanthe; thou art all my care  _ 
Where ſhall I find thee ſuch another pair? 
Pity that one has ſerv'd ſo long, fo well, 
Should die a virgin, and lead-apes in heiß, 
Chooſe for yourſelf, dear girl, our empire round, 

Vour portion is twelve hundred thouſand pound. 
Tat. U banks to your majeſty z give me the money, 
Let me alone to find myſelf a honey. 5 
Tatlanthe fng-. 

Marriage may become à curſe, 
| Huſbands may but teaze me; 
8 So for better or for worſe 
No huſband ſhall er ſeize me. 
Changing, ranging, at my pleaſure; 
Men in plenty 2 my treaſure; 
I myſelf will keep the purſe, 
Aud pay them as they pleaſe me; 


Trek, r N 
my u'rt in the ri 
And thy * Pll borrow; "ey 
*Tis a thought that's new and bright; 
Wedlock brings but ſorrow. 
To Aldib. and Rigdum. 
Gentlemen, I'm not for marriage ;. 
But according to your carriage, 
wg? ray both behave to-night, 
ou ſhall be paid to-morrow. 


Y x EE. 


3 * . bn 13 wor RL ATTY. , 
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+ Uſtom commands that ſomething I ſhould ſay 
1 In favour of the poet and the play. 
14 Crities, on you our author does depend; 


Be you his champion, and his cauſe defend. 

Yet know his drift, if wrong-heads ſhould miſplace it, 
Tm bid to ſay, Lui capit, ille facit. 

Whate'er you pleaſe to cenſure or correct, 

We ſhall attend with pleaſure and reſpect. 

But to our failings ſome. indulgence give, 


And with one gen rous p/andit bid it live. 


NECK OR NOTHING. 


IN TWO ACTS. 


Br DAVID GARRIGK, Ess. 
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DramaTis PxxSONx. 


| N K N. n 
Mr Stockwell, citizen, . Mr Hartry. 
Sir Har Harlowe, a country gentleman, Mr Parſons. 
Mr Belford, in love with Miſs Nancy, Mr Packer, 
Martin, Belford' 's ſervant, . Mx Palmer. 
Slip, ſervant to Harlowe, ANA 
Mrs Stockwell, Wat , Mrs Bradſhaw. 
Miſs Nancy Stockwell, . {78 Miſs Plym. 
Jenny, r * Miſs Pope. 


* 


— — 5 "AK. | — = - : 5 
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418 
Scene, A Street. 


Enter Maxrix. 


Am fick as a dog of being a valet Ryan” You after 
| KL other people's buſineſs and neglecting my o 
This low-life is the devil !—Pve had a taſte of the gen- 


o a0 


tleman, and ſhall never loſe it. Tis thy 2 fault, my! 


little Martin—Thou would'ſt always play ſmall — 

when, had you but had the face to put yourſelf 

a little, ſome well-jointur'd widow had taken you into 

her r poſt chariot, and made your fortune at once. A 
ow of my wit and ſpirit ſhould have droks twice, — 


ſet up again by this time. | aa 
Enter Slip. | 
S Heyl is not dat dat nel Me youder? 


Mar. 
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Mar. Can that be my modeſt friend Slip? [A 
Slip. The fame, i faith! r 
Mar. Pis he, as I live! | 
Slip. My friend, happily met | 
Mar. My dear, I embrace you! Not ſeeing you 
the beau-monde, I was afraid there had been 
ſome treſh miſunderſtanding between you and the law. 
Slip: Faith, my dear, I have had a nartow eſtape 
fince I faw you. I had like to have been preferr'd in 
ſome of our ſettlements abroad - but I found there 
no doing the buſineſs by deputy ſo— : 
| Mar. Did not accept of the place, ha !—Why, what 
little miſchief hadſt thou been at? : 
Slip. Why, I don't know—meeting one night with 
a certain Portugueſe Jew merchant, in one of the back- 
ſtreets here by the Exchange (I was a little in liquor, 
I believe —piping hot from a turtle - feaſt), it came into 
my giddy head to ſtop him, out of mere curioſity to aſk 
what news from Germany — nothing more and the fel- 
low, not underſtanding good Enghfſh, would needs have 
it that I aſk'd him for ſomething elſe. He bawPd 
out—up came the watch, down was L laid in the ken- 
nel—and then carried before a magiſtrate—He clapp'd 
on me a ſtone doublet, that I N 
ſor two months. 
Mar. Two months, ſay you! | | 
Slip. And there I might have retted, if I had not 
had great friends: a certain lady of quality's woman's 
couſin, that was kept by Mr Quirk of I havies-inn, you 
muſt know, was in love with me, and ſhe —— 
Mar. Brought you in, Not guilty, I warrant. Oh; 


great friends is a great matter. "2 , 
Slip. This affair really gave me ſome ſerious reflec - 


Mar. No doubt, it ſpoibd you for a newſmonger: 
no more intelligence from foreign countries, ha ! 
Pow wa Yor but,. Martin, 's thy hiſtory ſince I 


_ Mar. Um!—a novel only, Sir: Why, I am aſham'a * 
to ſay it, I am but an honorary raſcal. as well as your- 
ſelf. I did try my luck indeed at Epſom and New- 
market—but the knowing ones were taken in, and. I 
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was oblig'd to return to ſervice again. But a maſter 
without money, imphes a ſervant without wages: Tam 
not in love with my condition, I promiſe o. 

S$/ip. Jam with mine, I aſſure you: I am retir'd from 
the great world—that's my taſte now—and live-in the 
country with one Mr Harlowe—piping-hot from his 
travels. Tis a charming young fellow! Drinking, 
hunting, and wenching, my boy I—a man of univerſal 
knowledge. Then I am his privy-counſellor, and we 
always play the devil together. That amuſes one, you 
know, and keeps one out of miſchief. — 

Mar. Ves, pretty lambs! But what makes n 
London now ? whither are you bound 2 
Slip. To yonder great houſe, 

Mar. What, Mr Stockwell's ? 

Sie. The ſame. en ken dnghtes i ea 
gaged to my maſter, + in U 

Mar. Miſs'Stockwell toons e * 

Slip. Tie not above fix weeks ago, that my maſter's 
father, Sir Harry  Harlowe, was here upon à viſit to hin 


old friend, and then the matter was ſetdled betucen em 


quite a-la-mode, I aſſure you. n 
Mar. How PI mean? ._ - 
Slip. The old Nw. — 


conſent of the young ones, or even their ng one ano- 

ther» 4:54 

Aue, Tip top, I aſſure you —And evry ming 
d: 


Slip. Sign'd and ſeal d by. the two fathers ; the lady 
and her fortune both ready to be deliver d. Twenty 
thouſand,” you rogue ready rhino nn only wait 
for young maſter to write a receipt. 40 1. hen. 7 


Mar. Whew ! 'Then 'my — mb may een 
make a. leg to his 8 9 up * n 
elſe. \ 

Slip. Thy walter! 278 i wi 14 


Mar. Ay, he's dying for — chouſasd- | 


that's all But ſince your maſter'=;. . Going. 
Slip. Oh, there you're ſafe enough; my maſies wi 

never marry Miſa Wann. ew r to be a ſmall 

rub in the way. | * xa 


Sub. 
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- Ship. Only married already. 

Mar. How! 

Ship. aa nlarry him here in town,” 
it ſeems ; and he—choſeto be married in the country — 
that's all. The truth i is, our young gentleman manag'd 
matters with the young lady fo ill—or fo well—that up- 
on his father's return there was _ 4 —— among 
the relations; and the lady bein family, and 
having a ſmart fighting fellow «be in the army 
—why, my maſter, who hates qua „ ſpoke to the 
yas we ona nnd the affair's huſh'd vp by a marriage; 


ws ts ep an entire new face of affairs.” 
Slip. My maſter's ing-cloaths and mine are all 
order d for the country I am to follow them, as 


 foon as I have ſeen the family here, and redeem'd: my 


old maſter's iſe that lies in pawa. 
Mar. maſter's promiſe !—let me think— 


Twus what brought me to town, or I had not 


4 oy honeſt friend by the fiſt. Martin, good 


nne ſhall' meet again, 
man. 
Mar. Let me alone—1 have a. t—Hark you, 
my dear, is thy maſter known to old Stockwell ? 
Slip. Never ſaw him in his life. | | 
Mar. That's brave, my boy [Hit him @ flap one 
back J—Artthou ſtill a cock of the game, Slip? and 


- ſhall we—No : I doubt 1 doubt that damn'd Jew-. 


your maſter upon the family for mine, ao@ mazry Sim 
| tothe the lady; is not that the trick? 
_ 2 11 1 on't: 2 
is a of taſte, and. I have a . 
ns a 
Slip. Ay, who's he? 
Mar. Myſelf, 


| you puppy. 
Slip. That's brave, my boy! [Slaps bin u back. 


Mar. I'm A eee 


Sup. 
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Slip. To:tha wine of cventy hankal ganſiottiy- 
prove your flame. 

Mer: | will take the ame and Gage of your int 
Sli F 
Mer. Ma Marry Miſs Stockwell— 


Me > a the twenty W 


Slip, Umh ! Well, well. 

Mart. And Gilappenr, before matters come to an ec+ 
clairciſſement, 

Slip. Ui 1——Thatartcle wants ite explanation 
my honeſt friend. 

Mar. How ſo? 

Slip. You talk of dilappearing with the lady's fortune, 
and never mention Slip in the 

Mar. Oh, we ſhall diſappear to be ſure. 
I have more honour than to go wi en. 

Slip. Well, on that condition, I am content to play 
your back hand. —— But hold, hold !—bow will you 
paſs yourſelf for my maſter in + family where you re 

well known ? 

Mar. Hold your fool's tongue—this i is my firſt viſit 
to em. 1 1 but yeſterday to my maſter.— Vou 
muſt know, I aſk'd his leave to be abſent a week, and 
I made free with a month : *twas a party of pleaſure, ſo 
I made bold. During my abſence he ſaw this lady, lik'd 
her perſon—ador'd her fortune—and now, by my help, 
hopes to be in poſſeſſion of both in a few days. 

Slip. And you'll do the lady the eee 
to a better match? 

Mar. She'll think ſo, I believe. 

Slip. Well ſaid, conceit !——But what ſort of people 
are your father and mother-in-law ? | 
Mar. I am told he is a mere citizen—who, thinking 
himſelf very wiſe, is often outwitted ; and his lady has 
as much vanity in her way—will never be old, though 
turn'd of fixty, and as irreſolute and capricious as a girl 

of fifteen. 

Sup. And Miſs, I ſuppoſe, is like all other miſſes, 
wants to be her own miſtreſs and her huſband's ; and in 
the mean time is governed by her chambermaid, who 
will be too hard for us both if we don't look about us. 


Mar. 
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Mar. A fig for dangers! I am prepar'd for em. 


Slip. But harkee !|—what ſhall we do with the old 
gentleman's letter that Pm to deliver! "This will knock 


us all up. 


Mar. Write another. 
Slip. That's eafier ſaid than fond — Pu. do wy 


beſt, as you can't write. 


Mar. Do you ſee after my weddin :Qloaths, that they 
. CRE ug time to | 

e 
"8 My matters will ft you to 4 hair. 

— But ſtay, ſtay, I muſt ſee my maſter” firſt. — 
If he ſhould appear and ſurpriſe us, we're in a fine 
pie I muſt make him keep houſe for a few days— 

iI think of a lie as I go. ——Egad, I have it already— 
Pll to him, and meet you afterwards at the tavern there, 
take a glaſs, caſt this coarſe" ſlein, 'whip on the gentle - 
22 and ſhame A iN N in the king- 


Exit Mar. 
Shp... If impudence wilds tur delink, „ce done, and 
the twenty thouſand are our own. [Exit Yip: 


Scene, An apartment in Mr Stockwell' houſe. 
ban Enter Miſs Nancy and Jenny. 

Nan. You know, Jenny, that Belford has got into 
my heart; and if I conſent to this man, twill be 
the death of me;——Adviſc'm hen, and don't de ſo | 
tealing. 

"Jer Lud, which vier can 1 we — I have but 
two in the world: one is, to forget your lover—and 
ther, to diſobey your father. You have too much 
love to take the one, — I too much conſctence to give 
Teer — ſo we are juſt where we are, gr ol kad 
Nan. Don't torment me, Jenny. 
Fes. Why, I fancy, we 41 bnd a way to Tecon- 


cile your love and my conſcience. 
Man. How, how? my dear girl!!! 

Fen. Suppoſe we. were to open the affair to your 
mamma ? 


Nan. Nay, now your jeſting is cruel. a 
- Fen. Drrever-wite more in earneſt, 3 


loves flattery dearly, and ſhe loves her daughter _— 
3 * 
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— with.s 6gh and tear;/and'» bindkechicf,, -  . || 
ſhe makeshen hoSend hom dio uged wil young Bhate 


„arne EEE | : | | 
Nan. Not unlikely; but if— - 
- Fen. What, rr ler, where 1 

I am concern'd. . 1 
Nan. But you know ei poor mother i i unſeted 2 
a creature. 1 } 


he /| that's: W anbytiſhy thei laſt ſpeaker iv 
* | I&t us laſe no time to bring her over to + | 
Hark )here the eomes=—Do you tetire till T have pre- xl 


never was fuch a temper a my J4dy's, | | "2s 4 
| M See. e kv fer den n ma? -- 1 WS 


U | 1 

; Soch 'good-hiimbur wid good - ſe govt<fenſe together 1 

FR honaptearye ngrir mercy petpetul ile vpon delt. | 
tures. Well, her's is a ſort © face that cat never grow 3 | 


. would 1 ge for. fuch a laſing face as the 


Mr Steck, Heger, buſſey| n Mice er d g | „ 
e e hap the oor. ol 


"Y 
- 


Jen. Ah \— Madam, fs it Le 

me ſtart. Miſe Nancy and 1 — — Talg of : ' 
you; and we agreed yo were ohe of the belt of women, 1 
the moſt realonntle fiend r r 


Mrs Har. Nay, that's too deed have my fail | | | 
ings, and my virtues t66, Jenny In one thin indeed I  » 1 4 
n uses. e e- e 
en. That's what I faid, Madais | |: 70 \\ i 
bel. eee eee 4 


er is aue Ee 1 
. — II. make 
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4 | make the caſe my own. But tell me, (there's à good 
$8 girl), has my daughter an averſion to young Harlowe ? 
1 Fen. I don't ſay that, Madam that is, averſien to 
de furg—but I believe ſhe hates him like the devil. 
Mrs Stock. thin thin bend perks 
| her little heart is heating for another 7 Np 5 
1 Je Oh, that's a-certzin rule |—when a young wo- © 
| | | man hates her huſband, tis taken for nted ſhe loves 
00 another man. For example, you as you have 
| often told me, hated the fight of Mr Stockwell when 
| firſt he was propos'd for your huſband—Why ? only be- 
cauſe you were in love, poor lady, with Captain 
know who—that was kind . the ſiege you 


where. 
1 ; Mrs Steck. — — p> bi 
. . Tender ly! tn 
1 ; s Stock, Why, indeed, had that fine young crea- 
- ture furviv'd his wounds, I ſhould never have married 
Mr Stockwell—that I will fay. 8 
- Fen. Then you "vaio was to pity your daughter 
Her heart ſuffers now what your's did. before N 


— — OR £ 
— * — 


| Madam. 
[| . Mrs Stock. Say you fo?—poor girl 1—And who i is it 
= | Nay m9 ven 400 ec Ar 
Jon. No other than the youn grnlman that has 
been ſo conſtact-ay Cande with von | * bos | 


Mr; Stock. Who, Belfordꝰ | . 
KE or The lame ; and a fine — young fellow 


| Euter Miſs Nancy... vom ban e 
| G _ Mis Nan. Pardon: folly, my misfortunes, dear 
| Madam, if I cannot conform Hh all my ſentiments with. 
| PFour's and my father's, — ' 

Ar. Stock. It will happen, child, ſometimes, that a 

| daughter's heart may not be diſpos'd to comply exactly 
'8 with the views and hemes of a, parent—but, then 2 pa- 

| | rent ſhould act with tenderneſs. —My dear, I pity your 


«diſtreſs: Belford has my approbation, I aſſure 7580 
Nan. Lou are too Madam. 


E Your approbtion i uot enough, Madam — 
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you anſwer for Maſter's too? He's a ſtubborn bit of 
tuff, you know; he will not always-hearken-to reaſon. 
Mrs Stock. But he ſhall, Jenny; ſtubborn as he. is, 
I'll foften him. I' take Beiford under my protection 
Here comes my huſband I have taken my reſolu- 
tions, and you ſhall ſee how IU bring him about pres 


ſent] 7. 
| Enter Mr Stockwell. 


have juſt chang*d my mind. 
M; Stock.. Vou are always changing it, 1 think. 


Mr Stock. Well, and which way does the ind ſet 
now? 

Mrs. Stock. Why, I have taken: a. reſolution not to 
| my daughter to young Harlowe. .. _. % 

1 Stock. Hey! that's chopping about indeed. 
Me. Stock. Nay, but my dear, hear me, and let us 
reaſon a little : here's a better offer for * 
has aſk d her of me. 

Mr Stack. Belford a better? * 

Mr: Stock. Nay, but don't be obſtinate, An he is 
not indeed ſo rich as the other ; but what are riches to 
content, Mr. Stockwell? 

M,. Stocl. And what is content without riches, Mrs 
Stockwell? 


Mrs Stocl. But he's > gentleman, me dt and out 


ns hi we may very. _ excuſe his 
rtune 

Jen. Well ſaid, Madam ! this will do. Cl. 

Mr Stock. Ha, ha, ha! that's becauſe you: were a 
— 2 I, being a downright citg think jut 
the reverſe; and out of regard to his fortune, if he 
one, might excuſe his family. have no great ob- 
jection to the man; but is not our word and honour ens 

'd to another ? 

Mr: Stock. Eh, that's true indeed; e S - 

Mr Stock. Has my old friend, ann Hann. 
done any thing ta 

Mrs. Stock. I don't accuſe him, my dear. 

Mr * Or has his 2 refuſed to comply ? 

- 


My dear, you're come in the ery nick of un- 


Mr: Stock. I ala hearken to —— Mr Stock | 
well. 


2 * — — 


E — — — — 8 
* — 9 w — - 


2 


— « — - ” 
. * 
' 7 , »< Cygy © 
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Mp: Stock, Not in the leaſt, that Lknow of... FE 
Fes, Never flinch, Madam LA WT 
M., Steck, Never fear, Jeuny. N . 
Nan. But I have never ſeen him, 8 

Mrs Stect. No, Mr Stockwell, ſhe jon never been 


him. 
Mr Stocl. So much the better, Mrs Stockwell, bell 
be a n and pleaſe ber. the detter and the 
or it. n 
rs Stock, There is ſome — in/that, Jody... 
WS Wonen then ] have not a bit about 


me. 
Wasn. But to marry without inclination, Sir; ; think a 
of chat. 


Mrs Stock. Ay, think of that, Mr Stockwell ? | 
| Mr Stock. I never thought of it far myſelf, nor you 
neither, my dear; and why ſhould our daughter think 
herſelf wiſer than ber parents? [=> 

«© Mrs Stocks AR bp indeed—thene's 2 


Jen. I fee there is not — What a woman h: | 

Mr Stock. It would be ſuch an affront as bb 
de forgiven. Confides, dame, the inſtruments ave ſign'd, 
Preparations made, and the bridegroom. expected every 
minute: tis too far gone to be recalbd N ho- 
nour. 

Mrs Stock. Gobd 1 very t true, very true. 

| Jens Well faid, weather - coe, about and about we 


go: this woman; bet the whole ſex——— She won't 


contradi& her own huſband. | Afrde. 
Mrs Stock. You are witneſs, Nr all 1 could 
for poor Belfnd. 
Fen. To be-ſure'; yow-tyok him under your protec: 
tion —a noble patronels, truly! 8 
- Mr Stock. Hey! whom have we got bee n 
r n 
zin, we ſhall hear. 
; ' Enter gliꝑ in @ hurry. 
Slip. Ladies and gentlemen, K am'come—let me re- 


cover my breath—I come—Oh,- L come with mine and 


ny makers thy ap, Seen dy, 


WE'CK'OR NOTHING: 26g: 
eur beſt love and ſervices to pretty Miſs, and Madam 


I'm your obedient Black - a- W.. [Te Jenny. 


Mr Stock. Um! the fellow has humour, I promiſe 
you—Well; firrah, where's your maſter ?: 
S/ip. My maſter, and your ſony. i is on his · way to throw 


kimſclf at the feet of this __—_ lie creature His impa- 


tience, Madam, can equal but 225 

Mr Stock, Well, but where 7, where. i ie he? 

. Slip. He but joitarriv'd from the country z he trends 
upon my heels; and-1 had only the ſtarr him, to tell 
you, that be will but whip, on elean linen, and wait om 
you in the ſnapping of a finger. 


_ Stocł. Us upon tim . what ed es- 


between us; why did not he come hither directly? 
He Laue he may make my houſe his . 

ä wo Oh, Sir, he defigns ie; but the firſt:time- — 

pardon me, Sir — He knows the world better than ta 

treat you ſo cavalierly- as: that — No, no : he's” not that 

man, I can aſſure ec though Pm his ae 

give the devil Ris due. 


Mrs Stock. Is he: P4 extremely. bat Daugh- | 


ter, you'll be infinitely happy. 
Mr Stoc t. Does not-my old friend Harlowe, hie fa-- 
ther, - come with him? 

Slip. Sir, I grieve to tell it you; ſuch was his deſign 15 
but an unforeſeen accident has. nn Cotes Þ 
aſſdre you, gives him great pain. | 

Mr Stock, Ay! what'sthe matter 2 . ' 

- Ship,” The gout, Sir, the gout... 

Ar, Stack. Poor gentleman ! 


Slip. He was ſeiz d in his right Hot th e be. 


fore we ſet out, but—L.have a letter from hin | 
| ; [Sve d letter: 
My Stock: (putt on bis: fpeCacher,.. and reads. ) „ To» 


1 Clackit, phyficzan, usr 


Slip. 74 lad! that's notit—[Ta als ont lune. 


Let me ſee. 
Mr Stock. St Sepulchie's church 1 1 find the doctor 
chooſes to live. among his patients: 


Slip. Uh, eh! that's fo good you re a very ag: 


Ser be, he, he I-llet me — þ here's one like it 
\ 4 30 ; — To) 


— 


* - — — * — 5 
nn 


- — 
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To Mr Stockwell?” the ſame. I am afraid you'd | 
hardly. be able to Babe i oud-—ſhall — it to you? 


Oh, — ©. 
M. Stock it has aFofted'bis kinds o- Why, 
Were: and ill ſpelt, too. 


gout, Sir— may it never affect you, Sir 
— Laurer Miſe Naacy, * 
there, nor any of the good company. 
Ar Stock, (reads. ) My much end friend 
few words are beſb in my condition; this damn'd gout 


Ns laid hold upom me, and won't let me attend my ſon, 
— — Hand, Sad ple how 

at n CEN wo 
1 


u 3 . . 
milies no the cuore of my age—The- ſooner it is done, 
the more comfort 1 ſhall ba have. don't doubt but you'll 


x like my ſon, whem I have ſent with a moſt truſty and 


ſaithful ſervant, who deſerves your vw Nen 3 2 


| your: ” 


Sp. On. Sie —1 am ref. | 
Mr Stock. © 1 am, my dear brother, your's, Ne. 
« till _— Henry Harlowe.” . 
e fo we can't have the old. gentleman's-com- 
ut who is this gay young fellbw . to · 
———— this be my ſon- in-lwW | 
Slip. What the devil ſhou'd ail him? Lock at him, 


| yy obſerve him, Madam—lIs not he a 1 fel · 


I Stock: What ir he doing? | 

Shp. Only paying h his e IT + jokes 
L 0 . 

ur. Syock. Not ul made indeed \—You'l only 


Nan. I wiſh J could think ſo Madam. 
3 Dreſs nbc edt; ONT pon 


- 


— 
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hers; ten to ne.) | All my fancy, - I affure/ you, ladies. 
Enter Martine a Tung Ten. 


Mar. Sup! 
Slip. Your honour! - 


a ng 


Mar. Vir Karel, preſume, ede fas. 


her 


Sup. The ſame Sins ding "TP" 4 
My Stock: iy dear ſon, rambo re" e. 


brace you. 

In You do me too much boni 3 
dant joy is too inex to expreſs the This I 
fatter myſelf [to My; Stockwell] is the brilliant beauty 


deſtin'd to the arms of happy H . 


AA. 


Vd like to have my oven name. 
* 


- Nan. An impertinent abſurd coxcomb! 
M. Stock. Nay, nay, ſon : in · law, not t 
my wife. Here's my daughter Nancy. 


Mar A fine creature! (| jalutes Iden, 1 


have ſeen the world; and from all the world, here wou'd 


I chooſe a wiſe and a miret deauties— 


let me die! 


Mrs Stock. Exceſſinely gallant! He has wit I affure p 


you, 8 5 1 
1d taſte too, Medam. 2 J b 


an. And impudence, I'm ſure. 2 


Aar. (finging. to Mrs Stockwell: ), © With 2 tape 


and a fie and an air, and a grace!” ha, hat] 
* as our old M Kr There you'll ſee 
dam Stockwell, fays hey the agreeable: ſhll—taks 
eare of your ion boy; ſhe's a dou ec _ 
her daughter may be hy 
Mie Stock. O fie, fie, fie! | 
Mar. 1 but repeat my father's words, Midam, « — 
firm'd by my on obſervation. Ab, boy; ſays he, E 
wiſh with all my heart, that my dear friend Dr-Stock 
well was dead, I'd marry her to-morrow, 
Mr Stock. I'm much oblig'd to him, faith. 
+» Mrs Stock. And ſo am I, I am fure, Sir. 
. Mart. I but repeat my father's words, Sir. 
en My eſteem for * Gay g 


— 


1 
1 
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tual, and: am heartily ſorry we cou'd not have EY 
ſare of his company 

Mart. Oh, Mam, be was. damn'd mad that he 
eould not be at the wedding. He had flatter'd himfelf 
theſe two months with the hopes of dancing. a mianet 
with Mrs Stockwell. 

Slip. T'wo — Wikerl—cod tis but ſix * 
be has known her ; bhe'll knock us all. up if · I don't in - 
terfere.—[ Aſide. J—Sir,: Sir Harry: — you'll haſten 
the ceremonials, that he may have the pleaſure of his; 
dau s company as ſoon as-poſhble. - 

| Mr Stockh.) Well, well, every: ig ie fign'd xd bd; 
nothing remains, that I know of; but to finiſh the af-- 
fair at once, and pay you my daughter's:portion. | 

Mar. « Pay you my daughter's portion, that's 

all, Sir: come along, Sw, I wait on you to your clo-- 
— Slip, go with my. civilities to the Marquis of 
( aloud.) - Go this moment, you 22 and ſecure os 
Horſes, and let em be bridled and ſadled, and ready at 
1 No) Aud don't forget my com 
rr the Aloud... 
Slip. I fly Rn Lad, your: moſt obedient. . 
"(Exit Slip. 


Mar. Come aloug,. Sir, to your cloſets + 
Mr _ Stay, oy, ſtay !—to return to the old! 


Aer. Ob, Sir, we'l, return to him ben the por- 
> tion? 
- Mr Stocl. No, ne 3- firſt ſatisfy. my okay about 
this unlucky law-ſuit of his. b 
Mar. O lud — % not now! [Afidee 
REL Stock. You feem diſtu d, ſon · in aw has any 
— En, pox o- . (Afode. )—Thave ſuch 
(puts his band te his forehead.) As much 
4 to ſend Slip to the Duke of —— as if I had no 
manner eee e e 
Slip! 
e told me uf this 1 


Afide. 
n La 


Pl 


- — — 
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_— — xz wc, O_o 
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Mr Stock. Has it been bought to a hearing? > 

Mar. O yes, Sir, Ae Eu 
M. Stack. : Ay, already | 
Mur. The wron bon, tial n * 

Mr Stock. And rope youve gue your ca 

Mar. With coſts of ſuit, I aſſure you. Gr 

Mr Me. Stock Lam citremely-glad of it. 

Mr; Stack; Thank heaven tis ſo well over. 
Mar. Oh, the family had the 'law-ſuit e 


heart, the lawyers ſhould have had every farthing we * 


were worth in the world, TIED 

Mr Steck. Um! that would have been carrying it a 
little n it was, it colt him "oy. 
penny, 

Mar. That it did, Gir; but Jaftice—Oh, j 
Sir, is ſo fine a thing, we cannot pay too dear ſor i 

My Stock. Very true; but exclufive of the . 
chis has been a troubleſome affair to my friend, - 

Mar. Nau can have no idea of it, Sir —eſpecially 
with ſuch a tricking fan of a whore as he * to do 
ian 
Me Stock: Son of. whore 1 he old me his ausge- 
e 3 be 1 in the bon. 9 

ar. was wrong 
A lady call you her? Yes, yes, #- fine. lady! but. ſhe 
hed got an ald fe nd ado Srmmgs «+ and 
2 damn this cauſo, let us call e 
now but flames, darts, daggers, Cu- 
wry 00 mw? and Madam Stockwell, and Miſh . 
Co to them, 
Mrs sl. The pad of complaifance ! 
Nan. The fellow's a fool, and 5 before Tü have 


- Mr Stock. Well bald, ſon: S aw; a ſpirited low, 


faith! Come, we'll in and ſee things ready. 


3 As ſoon as the eeremony's over, 3 
Come, Fes gs 


"Wire LIK rar 
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I'd have wav'd the ceremony. [ Aſide. }——Madam— 
{to Mr; 3 I hope for the honour 
er to lead: ber out. 
Me, Stock; Oh, ſreet Sir 0 ow'll have 
r L Nancy. 


Nan. Tc fontrifor- yon, Jenny ; 
Fen Not for me, Me ee you. What, 
5 unn. 
| * 
Nan. Not > civil word to his miſtreſs, but quite gal y 
lanf to her mother. 
Z As much as to fay, A fig for you—I'm in low 
wit your fortune, | 
War. A fig for him; a eonceited puppy ! I'm in 
love with Belford ; but how to get at him, Jenny? 
». Ah, poor bird! you're limed the win „ and 
a= ring will but make it worſe. * A 
| "New. ot ſtruggle ! Ruin is better than this cox- 
' 3 * Prithee adviſe me. * 
Jen. Don't tempt me —I pity you il that I cod 
— ſprightly piece of advice; and you are in ſo 
ſperate a way, — 4 — 'd follow it. 
an. Talon it 1—— I'll follow any advice; Jenny. 
J. O yes, to follow your own inclinations ; that's. 
a good you oll, I am at preſent much 
given to 80, if you' H go into your cham · 
„ lock the = and let us lay our little heads toge- 
ther for half an.hour : if we don't counterplot-your wiſe 
| and his. intended ſon-in-law—we deſerve never to 
be married ; or, if we are. to be 5 by our huſ· 


* % 0 * 


az ii. * U. 1 
. 4 Hall in Stockwel's houſe | 
= Ent. Belford: Lan _ , 


Hel. "_ da that Martin has not L's to 
tell me his ſucceſs with Jenny He advis'd 

I me not to ſtir from home; and ſaid, 1 might be aſſur d 
enery "” goes well, and I ſhould hear ** * 


* 4 ) 
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but ſtill the i of My heart cannot bear thi 
| delay——1 muſt be near the field of battle, let wha 


will be the — hope I ſhall get a fight,of 
Martin, and not unl uckily light on the 0 gentleman : : 


e eee "heart Nun 


in my mouth. | 
4 : Enter Jenny. Ms f. 6 $44 
Dear Jenn N + miſtreſs ! _m_ W 
{1 Jem; =p for your fake and by wy 
of diſobedience," that's gl 


own] "i 


l But what 7, You bebte, Jenny, | and dem 
concern'd. 
Fen. Concern'd | why, we're undone, that's — 
Your rival is come to-town.. | 
Bel. How! js 2 * 
en. And is this morning to marry Madam. - 0 
Bel. Not while I'm alive, I can tell him that. Bet 
5 who is this 'vival of mine? 3 
Tis one Mr Harlo we. . N 
4. Harlowe ! re 
en. A gentleman of Dorfetſhire, a 


1 


——  —— ary Hatlowez nd 


en. Ay, und he is your rival. : 
Br. . foe your mite 
from my rival, as you call him 
Ven Oh, r an't you? What 
wou'd you be at now ? 
Bel. The truth real centain truth. 


NG what's m7 
8 d this Harowoa the es ef Bir Harty 
er as ad nnd fo puede, that he will rake your 
Bal He foul take my lr ben 5 
* You fid that bore; have you nothing dt 1 


2 I Tay, that this Harbwe, friend, was mar. 
Ee Are ogy 2 | 
ens 


— —: 
——U— ———¶ Ä ů — 


= - K 
* : ©. 
n . * - 


© des — 


el. I know all of that co ices «na - 
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all And that's. enugh, if n 
addition 9 "I * 
Ae. What's that? 2033 
2 That the aforclaid i Joht Elaslese, Bey tt 
= On NE making fn. Herlowe af Dore 
ire, is now within, wai my young lady's 
hand, that's all. Wy — f 
Bel Jenny, no jeflingi youditreQ met | No hy] 
Ne *Tis hat too . 

e to ſetile preliminaries. 

Be Impoffible ! he's my intimate — oof 
| 2 e e , pe. ann 


letter at m 
r 
e he a 8 2. 


* How gan dn be derer Go dere that 
letter ; we have no time to loſe. 
Bel. But what, is: Martin doing ? 
Martin! who's he? 
el. Martin, my ſervant, whom 1 ſent 40 aſſiſt you. 
Fen. Why, fure I ns brain, Sir —1 
have ſeen ne Marti 
Del. The raſcal 1 — L 
I have ſpoil'd him by my indulgence.— He left me for. 
a month, and returned but yeſterday; then I ſent him 
ns: you now the vg e. b. 
| 'Tis the br ons Be at AE 
2 we have good taſtes, and can be out of the 
A and chen ab well ae our bettet. 
{ How this villain has uſed; mel „ Ber we ut 
loſe eee ee and! be back i 
inſtant. vat al N ' >0<4 to Exit. 
| Fen. Let me ſee; ove 1 ktrike ſome miſchief dut of 
this intelligence ?. 1 warrant me I enn delay the mar- 
| at leaſt—— Here's my maſter, I'M ſuill up- 
Woe pw, Re? HA him about, 'I ſet brains 
; b 4 rngeo them an't featle-it haſte again- 


1% 


man 


_ Steck..T ink T fave waves 

t a young 5 

* 02 35; ai les 82 
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Jen. Buſineſs enough, dir; the beſt friend you bavey 
that's 3 nnn 
will ſurpriſe you. ys 5 > 

_ Stack. Let's hear this piece of news. 

Jen. O' my word, 4 bold x man, this Mr Hartowe, ba 
take two -wives at once, when molt folk we — 
enough of one. + 

Stack. Two wires! bleſs us, what do you mean? >; of 

Jen. Why, the poor —— ane * 
that's all. Ri 22 | 

Stock. Married "i 

. Fen. Married, I ſay, es mate ns 14 
try, — 1 marryiag another 2 one WE 
faſhion, I fup | 

Stock. Pooh, pools: the- thing's. impoſible,/ 1 tl 


1 That may bey bu-fo ic. He: has vert . | 

Belford. who is his friend.” | 4 
. Stockh. All romance and Westen | | | 
Jen. All truth, 1 fay ; Belford is gone to ſack the 

letter, and he'll convince ou. 
| Stock. I will never be convinced that | 


Jen. Why not. Sir 2—the yaang-fellows of his age” 
are capable of any thing. 


. Stock, Very true, Jengy; they ate abominablle. - 
Jen. And, for aught we! Know - this Mr Haw 3 
here may be one of thoſe genilemen that abe ho ſeruple | 

of a plurality of wives provided they bring ac plurality 'H 
of portions.—But by your leave, godd Sir, 4 e _ 
an | 


— 
& 9m 2 «aw 
— 
6 


=y 
a — ar — 


N 


lady (ſhe in the country, I mean] has the 
title, rear look nnn 
young in town. | 

| Stock, Very true tis 2 attending. | 

. Jen.) Attending to! if I were you, Sir, before 4 
liver'd up my daughter, I ſhould inſiſt upon the affair a 
being clear d. up to my ſatis faction 

- Stock. You're in the right, Jenny. Here's — 
| Pu ſound him about his maſter's marriage, and then 


Leave us-togather—Go+-I'inaks\ thine ſpeak} L war- \ 


rant you. 
Jen. If this ee due Litll ep 
out of m Ein. 126507 $6.03 5h 

Vor. I — A a * wry 


— —uy—ê 


— 2 . IP % 4 
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— r — * = ” — * . 


— 


* e OR NOTHING. 


Enter Slip. 
«Stork. Mr Slip, come — old friend " 
Harry has recommended you to me, and I like your 
„ n have an honeſt face; it on 


Slip. Your humble renn Sir—that's 
neſs—but if I was no honeſter than my . gad-a- 
mercy me! 

- Stock, Well, well—hark you me !-—"This maſter of 
your's i is a lad of fpirit—a favourite of the ladies, I war- 
rant him, ha? 

Slip. That he is, I can tell you, Sir; a pretty fel - 
low, no woman can reſiſt him.—I' II warrant, this mar- 
riage in your family will ſet you the hearts of thirty fa · 


milies at eaſe all round the country. 


Stock. Odd !—a terrible man, I profeſs——1 don't 
wonder'now that one wife can't ſerve him. 

Slip. Wife, Sir! what wife, Sir? 

Stock. You ſee I know all, my 12 ſo you may 


as well confeſs. 


Slip. Confeſs what, Sir? 
Stock. I know all the confpiracy ; and will take cars 


: that you, -raſcal, ſhall have your deſert as an accom- 


plice. 


Slip. Accomplice !—raſcal ! —and a confpiracy !—— 


Let me die if I comprehend a word you ſay. 


- Stock. But I'll make 1 villain— 
N, L be ha, ha, ha Il proteſt 
iightezcd me—Very well, indeed—ha, ha, 


Im Do you laugh at me, Sirrah ? | 
Slip. IF I had not remembered'to. have beard jay old 


maſter ſay what a dry joker you were—T proteſt I 


ſhould have been taken in Very good, indeed, —ha, | 


ha, ha! 
Stock. None of your buffoonery, Sirrah ;. but confeſs 


| the whole affair this minute, or be ſent to Newgate the 


next. | 
. Slip. Newgate! ſure, Sir, that would be carrying the 


joke too far. 


Stocl. Lou won't confeſs, then — Who waits there ? 
ww 3 ; 2 
g. 
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Slip. Nay, good Sir, no noiſe, I beſeech you. Tho 
Lam innocent as the child unborn, yet that ſevere tone 
of voice is apt to diſconcert one. What was it your ha- 
nour was pleaſed to hint about my maſter's being man- 
ried? Who could poſſibly invent ſuch a fib as that? 

Stoch. No fib, firrah | he wrote it himſelf to a friend 


of his at London—to Belford. 


Slip. Oh, oh !—your humble ſervant, Mr Belford !— 
a fine fetch, faith! Nay, I can't blame the man nei- 
ther, ha, ha N Pray, Sir, is not this ſame Mr Belford 


in love with your daughter ? 
Stock. Suppoſe he is, puppy, and what then ? 


? 
/ 


Slip. Why then, Jenny is his friend, and at the bot- 


tom of all his fetches ; I'll lay a wager that ſhe is — | 


of this whopper. 
Stack. Um! 
Slip. Our arrival put 'em to their trum 


flap, my poor maſter muſt be married; and Belford 
muſt ſhew a forg'd letter forſooth, under his own hand, 
to prove it—and, and, and, you underſtand me, Sir— 


Stock. Why, this bas a face. 


| Slip. A face! ay, like a full moon: and while you're | 


upon a falſe ſcent after this ſtory, Jenny will 


gain time 


to work upon your ** heard her ſay myſelf 


that ſhe could lead you by the noſe, 


Stock. O, ſhe could, could ſhe? Well, well, we'll 


ſee that. 


Slip. cf the bye, Sir, bi did you meet with this 


Mrs Jenny ? 


Stock. How ſhould I know -c believe my wife hired 
her half-a-year ago out of the country. She had a good 


character, and is very notable; but pert,. very 


pert. 
Lip. Yes, yes, the is notable—Out of — 3 ! 


and a good character! well ſaid, Mrs Jenny. 


Hol afide. | 


Stock. What's the 2 Bs You have ſome- 


thing in your head, I'm 


Slip. No, nothing at 8 the luck of ſome 


people !—out of the country ! 


Stock. You muſt tell me ſhan't think you meas 


me well, if you conceal any thing from me. 


* _ Why, _— ourſelves, Sir——I knew Mrs 


A a2 


Jenny 
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Jenny the laſt year very well— born and bred in Covent - 
Garden —ſome time ago bar - maid to a jelly- houſe, and 

two children (very ſine ones indeed) by little Tom the 
-waiter. I knew, when I ſaw her here, that we ſhould 
have ſome ſport. 
tac. Ay — know enough — Well faid, Mrs 
Do Ys indeed | But mind the cuuning of this fellow, 

Belford—he ſays he's the moſt intimate friend your 
hag roar has. 
Slip. Ay, Sir I— ba, ha, ha! wy" I dare fay my ma- 
ger would not know him if he met him — However, that's 
well obſerved, Sir Um ! nothing eſcapes you, 
— Scl. Why, I am ſeldom out, OO 
| Never 
Stock, 1 don't ſay i your maſter, 1 
muſt have a Ann with him about this marriage; ha, 
ba, ha! 
1 übte rave on for him, he, he, he! 
Eater Martin. 

Stock. 80, ſon-in-law ! do you hear what the —— 
ſays of you! —! have had intelligence here, (ay, and 
certain intelligence too), that you are married, it ſeems 
— privately married to a young indy of Dorſetſhire. 
What fay you, Sir?—ls not this fine? ha, ha, ha! 

Slip. Yor merry, faith ! [fav bing, and making gut 
; to Martin) 
Mar. Ha, ha, ha — tis ſuch a joke What, you 
wy heard fo ?—This Mr World is a facetious gentle- 


Siet Another man now would have given plump 
into this fooliſh ſtory; but No, oh your: bumble 
e _ that. 
Slip. No, plague! Mr Stockwell Gay a Jong end! 


en [Pointing till. 
Mar. I would fain know who could be the au of 
ſuch a ridiculous ſtory 


Slip Mr Stockwell tells me 'eis one Belford, T think 
he him: is not that his name, Sir? 
Mar. por Belford ! Ter md of bis name 
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of the fellow, Stay, ſtay, is it not the en that 


—you know whom I mean—that, that— 

Mar. Rot me if I do. 

| Slip. He that - you muſt know him—that is your ri- 
val here, as the report goes. 

Mart O, ay! now I recolle& By the ſame to- | 
ken, they ſaid he had but little, and owed much; that 
this match was to wipe off old ſcores; and that his cre- 
ditors had ſtopped proceedings till he's married. | 

Steck. Ay, ay! there let 'em ſtop. Ha, ha, ha ! . 
They'll be tir'd of ſtopping, I believe, if they are to- 
ſtop till he has married my daughter, ha, ha, ha! _ 

Slip. He's no fool, let me tell you, this Mr Belford, 

Stock. No; nor Mr Stockwell neither ;—and to con- 
vince them of that, I will go this inſtant to my bank- 
er's, and 

Mar. Sir— I'll wait on you. 

Stock. Stay, ſon-in-law, I have a propoſal to wh 
l own, I agreed with my old friend to give you 


L. io, ooo down. 
Mar. Ay, down, was the word, Sir —it was ſo 


Stock. Now, could you conveniently take ſome hou-; 
ſes that IT have in the Borough, aſtead of half that fury 
— They are worth a great deal more than-that,, 1 aſſure 
you. 

Mar. O dear Sir your II is not. to be diſpu-- 
ted: I'll take any thing—but, between friends, ready 
money is the truth. Down, you know, Sir; that 
was the word, daun. | 

Slip. Speciour, your honour knows,. is of eaſier con- 
veyance. | 

Stock. Yes, Sure, that's true z. but—- 

Mar. Ay, ay, one can't put houſes in one's port- | 
manteau, you know—he, be, he !—Behdes,, there is a2 
pretty eſtate to be ſold in Dorſetſhire, near my ar 
and I have my eye upon that. 

Slip. As > Petty a condition'd thing as any in tle 
country; 3, and then ſo contagious, that. a hedge ** 
parts em. 

Mar. I may have it for L. go, and I'm told. "is 


_ worth ten af Ieaſt, 


— 
— — 
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. The leaſt penny, Sir ;—the timber's worth half 


mon 


Stock. Well, well—Look you, ſon, I have a round 


L. 16,000 now in my banker's hands, which I thought 


to have made immediate advantage of. —— You ſhall have 
a moiety of it. 

© Mar. Sir, I am infinitely obliged to you.—Are you 
a-going to your banker's 4. Sir? 

Stock. 1 will but ep and let my wife know of it— 


| fetch the caſh direftly, and you ſhall marry my daugh- 
ter in an hour. 


Mar. Sir, ſuppoſe we invite Mr Belford to the wed- 
ding?—Ha, ha, ha! 

= Ha, ha, ha! what a droll devil my maſter is ! 

Stec. Ha, ha, ha! F Exit Stockwell. 

Mar Wind and tide, my boy! —— My maſter has 
certainly had an interview with Miſs Nancy Stockwell. 

Sup. And as certainly knows Harlowe too. 

Mar. They correſpond, you ſee. © 

Slip. But, thanks to my wit, I have ſo ſet the old 
man againſt Belford, that I am in hopes we ſhall pack 
up madam's fortune in the portmanteau before he's ſet 
to again; and {Martin going, pt. 
ar. Zounds, my maſter ! | | | 
" Step. Where? | 
Mar. Don't you ſee kim reading a letter? 


© Shp. This is my unlucky Rar. What will become of us? 


Enter Belford 
- Bel. This letter me admittance to Miſs Stock: 


well at leaſt; and if | can but ſave her from ruin, I ſhall 


be happy; but 1 hope this may have better conſequences. 


Ha! what's this ?!——Tis he ! *tis Martin, as 1 hve. © 


Mar. Ay, *tis 1 and well for you it is. — What 
& you here? 

Bel. Nay, what are you doing here, and what have 
done here? What cloaths are theſe ?—what” * 
me? and why have I not known it? 

Mar. Not ſo faſt and ſo loud, good maſter of mine 
— walls have cars. Theſe are your rival's cloaths, who 
is to follow them in a few days: but his ſervant there is 
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ke's—T paſs upon the family for the young fellow him- 
ſelf. ' a b - 
Bel. Well, and where's the joke of that? wy 

Mar. A very joke, I think. undertake to 
put theſe two ol fools (your papa and mamma that 
ſhall be) ſo out of conceit with their ſon-in-law, that 
—why, already | have heard the old folks agreeing, 


that you were much the properer match for their daugh- - 


ſer ; ſo that I expect every moment they'll ſend for you 
to deliver them from me: and nothing can prevent our 
ſucceſs but your being— {+ "Up 

Bel. Ha, ha, ha! a very good ſtratagem: but there 


is no need of it now ;—for this rival, as you call him, 


is my particular friend, and married to another woman: 


—ſo-1 tell you we have nothing to fear. | 

Mar. But 1 tell you, you will knock us all to pieces — 

The fineſt plot that ever was laid, and you'll ſpoil it in 
the hatchmg. | 

Bal. But what occafion is there? He can't marry 
em both. 

Mar. Speak lower! You think yourſelf mighty wiſe 
now; but here's Harlowe's ſervant, whom I have tick- 
kd in the palm, will tell you another ſtorx. 
5 Bel. Why, here's a letter under his own hand 

cad it. E f 

Mar. [reading ] Um—um—* Some days ! privately 
« married” —Shp ! [Apart to Slip. 

Sp. This is eaſily clear'd up, Sir. There was ſuch 
a thing propofed by my young maſter 3 but you muſt 
underftand, vir—that Harlowe, not approving. of 

the terms, has tipped the young woman's father a good 
round ſum, and fo the affair is —— | 
- Bel. Can it be poflible that he is not married ? 


Slip. UI take my oath of it before any magiſtrate in 


England. | 
Mar. Pooh—married! what! his old boots! _ 

© Bel. Well, — I'll decamp then: but why is not Jenny 
in your plot? | 


Mar. She! no, no; ſhe is not to be truſted. I 


ſoon found out that. Tooth and nail againſt us. * 
Bel. Good heav'ns! how have 1 been deceiv'd? ! 


.Mar, You have indecd, maſter: but we have no time 


for 


234 NECK OR NOTHING: , 


2 reſlections. If Jenny ſhould ſee yon, we are un- 
ne. 
Bel Well, well, I . make both your * 
tunes if you ſucceed. 
Mar. Succeed ! nothing can prevent us but your be- 
ing ſeen. — 
Bel. I'll away then. | , 
Mar. And come not near this houſe to r. If you 
do, | muſt decamp. 
Bel. Well; but, my dear lads, take care; I depend. 
on you. 
Slip. That's all you have to do- put your fortune 
into our hands 
Mar. And I'll warrant we give a good account of it. 
B.. Think how my happineſs— | 
Mar. Prithee, no more. — 
_ B:1. Depends on you. | | 
Mar. Begone, I far, or I'll throw up the cards. 
Slip. At laſt he's gone ! [ Exit Belford. 
Mar. And we have time to take a little breath : for 
this was a hot alarm, faith ! 

Slip. I was only afraid the old gentleman or Jenny 
would have ſurpriſed us together. 4 
Mar. That would have been a elincher: but now I 
muſt after the old gentleman for the money. [EA. 

Slip. And I'll be upon the watch for fear of miſchief. 


[ Exit. ; 


Scene, An heaped in StockwelP; Houſe. 
| Enter Stockwell and Jenny. - 


Fen. Still I fay, Six— | 
Stock. And gill I fay, Madam— 
Fen. That Mr Belford's a very honeft gentleman, and 
ought to ſearch it. 
Stock. I tell you, I have ſearch'd, and probed it toy 
the quick—and that he ſhall feel. [ know well enough 
are in his intereſt, and have your intereſt in ſo do- 
ing; and I'm ſorry you could find no prettier plot chan. 
this to defer the wedding. 
Fen. Lud, Sir, 'do you believe ? — 
Sock. No—but I'm ſure on't—that's betten. 
Jen. Lad !—you'd make one mad. 


4 


Sock, 


A 
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 '8toth. And you'd make me a fool if you could; no, 
no; I'm an afs, a poor ſimpleton, that Kn 
the noſe— But you may tell my daughter, that ſhe 

Harlowe this night —— And you may tell your 


marry | 
friend Belford, to let his creditors know, — | 


not ſtop - proceedings—And-you, madam, may return 
to your jelly-ſhop, and give my compliments to little 
Jom, and all the little family, 8 ha, ha! (Exit. 
Jen. What does he mean by his jelly houſe— little 
Tom and all the little family? t here's ſomethin 
at the bottom of this 1 — yet fathom : — but 1. 
ſathom it. I never was out of a ſecret yet that I had a 
mind to find dut, and that's all that have come acroſs 
me, — and my pride won't let me be long out of this. 
I will go directly to Mr Belford's, where we'll lay our 
heads together, and beget ſuch a piece of miſchief, that 
ſhall be for the devil himfelf, if he has the impu- 


dence to try confuſions with me. [Exit. - 


SCENE, The Street before Stockwell's Hoge. 


Stockwell, Martin, and Slip. | 
Stock, Come, ſon-in-law, we'll go to my banker's, 


and ſee how our caſh ſtands, and ſettle matters as well 


as we Can. 
Mar. I'll attend you, Sir, with pleaſure—caſh- or 
notes —all the ſame to me. 

. $zo0ch. I wiſh you'd take the houſes, ſon-in-law; it 
would be more convenient for me, and a greater advan- 
tage to you, 

- Mar. Advantage, Sir —I ſcorn to take any advan- 
tage of you hate mean - views——1- defire 

better than my bargain.— The money, and your daugh- 
ter's charms, are ſufficient for your your Mart—hum- 
ble ſervant. 

- Stock. Well, well, come along; we don't quite un- 
derſtand one another, [LAxit. 


Mar. But wg do To Slip.) The day's our own 3 


get ev'ry thing ready to make our retreat good. 
Slip. Ay, ay, get you the money, and In be ready 


with the equipage. [Exit Martin. 
_ * Thus far our arms have with ſucceſs been crown'd.” 
--L 


© as —— 2 —ͤ— — 
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I have only one doubt remaining, and that's about this 
ſame portion. I don't relith this dividing a booty... 
How ſhall I cheat Martin ?—1 ſhould deſerve to be ca- 
noniz'd, could I but cheat that rogue of rogues.——1 
muſt 'e*en throw the young lady in his way, and pers 
ſuade him, for our better ſecurity, to paſs the night with 
her: fo leave him with the ſhell, while I flip off with 
the kernel. A tempting bait !——But no—ſtand off, 
Satan. "Tis againft our fundamental laws. We ad- 
venturers have ten times the honour of your fair traders, 
Going. and flips. )—Why, what! Sure it can't be. 
—Zounds, if it ſhould !—It is the very man Our 
little, old, wither'd, fiery gentleman, by all that's ter. 
rible ! From what a fine dream will this gouty ſpitfire 
awake us !—He's certainly going to Mr Stockwell s, 
and his gunpowder will blow up all at once! If Mar. 


tin and Mr Stockwell don't return too ſoon from the 


banker's, I may ſend him away: tis our laſt __ and 
I muſt play it like a gameſter: 1 
Enter Fir Harry Harlowe. 

Har. I don't know how my old friend Stockwell may 
receive me after this diſappointment. a 

Slip. Stay till you fee Mr Stockwell, my old friend, 
(Afide.)—Bleſs me, what do I ſee ! Sir Harry, is it 
Indeed your honour ?—Your very humble ſer- 


vant. 
Har. I don't know you, friend, keep your diſtance. 
[ Claps his hands on his preketns 

Slip. Don't you know me, Sir? 

Har. It cannot be Slip, ſure! Is this the fool's coat 
my ſon ordered you for his wedding? F 
Slip. Yes, Sir; and a genteel thing it is npon me. 
What, you had a mind to ſurpriſe your friends ?—Who 

thought of you at London, Sir? - 

Har. I ſet out ſoon after you, lame as 1 was. Wo be- 
thought me, it looked better to ſettle matters of ſuck 
conſequence with Mr Stockwell viva voce, than to wel 
it to a ſervant. 

Slip. You were always a nice obſerver of decorums: 
— You are going -now to Mr Stockwell's ? 


Har. DireQly.—(Gring to knock.) 
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_ Shih Hold your deſperate hand + and thank fortune 
that brought me hither for your reſcue. ' 
Har. Why, what's the 4 . me, quoth · a? 
Have you ſeen em, Slip ? 


« Slip. Seen em! ay, and felt em wa I am juſt 


eſcap'd. —-—— The old lady is in a damn'd N wth 
you, I can tell ou. 

Har. With me! | : 

Slip. Ay, that ſhe is. 550 Kere ſhe, does the old 
fool think to fob us off with a flam, and a ſham, of a 
dirty trollop ? Muſt my daughter's reputation—and 
then ſhe. bridled and ſtalk'd up to me thus, Sir. | 

Har. How !—but there's no anſwering a wo- 
man: how can this affect her daughter's EN 

Slip. That's what I ſaid.— Madam, fays I—but you 
can't expect a woman in a fury to hear reaſon tis al- 
moſt. as much as they can do when they are cool. No, 
no; as for her argument, it was fad ſtuff! Will the 
world, ſays ſhe, believe ſuch a—No, no; they'll think 


the old 4dr has found ſome flaw in our circuniſtances,: 


and ſo won't ſtand to his ba 


Har. Poh! nothing diſg — a woman like paſſion. 


— Though it may become a man ſometimes — 

Slip. Fad, Sir, you would not know her again 
her eyes ſtare in her head, and ſhe can't ſee a creature. 
— On a ſudden (for 1 puſh'd the argument pretty home) 


ſhe caught hold of my "throat thus, Sir, and eck d | 


down with the butt end of her fan. 


Har. Did ſhe But what did her huſband r to 


this? Let us hear that. 
Slip. Oh, Sir, I found him pretty reaſonable He 
oaly owe me the door, and kick d me down ſtairs. 
Har. If he's for that work, we can kick too. 
Slip. Dear Sir, conſider your gout. 
Har. No, Sir; when my blood is up, I never « feel 
the ne. Bat could they poſſibly take it amiſs, ' that I 
nted to e 5 n doubt you did not 
plain circum | 
Ship. I told 'em plain enough, I thought, that my 
young maſter, having n the ceremony at the wrong 
* the _ were going ay _ to law ; and that 
| you 


i . 


dt ati 


— 6*. 
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of? 
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poem yo nh e ee 
compounded matters. 

7 And did not this convince em? 

_ Slip. 1 fay convince are in a pretty tem - 
per to be convinc d. If you'd take a fool s-counſel, 
you ſhould return 99 
vincin 

„. They are for kicking, are they?” Wuala 
kick'd pretty well myſelf once. We ſhall ſee what they 


would be at— | [ Going, d ſlopp#hy Sli 
Indeed, = ſhall bot. What * — 5 
face cratch'd by d woman, or be run through the 


1 — Indeed you ſhall not. 
Har. (endeavouring to draw his fword )— We have 
ſwords that run through bodies as well as they ; ay; and 
Piſtols too. If he will-quarrel, I'm his man —Steet 
ar lead, tis all one to me. A paſſionate old fool 
Fll:cool him; kick me down ſtairs !— - . 
* * Slip. Lord, Sir, you are ſo hot Vu forget it 
was me he kick d don ſtairs not you. 
Har. Tis the ſame thing, Sir. Whoever kicks 
kicks me by —nay, worſe ;j—you have on! 
the kicks but I 4.9495 #7 Ant. 4 4 
If the kicks are the beſt, I ſhall be content with 


; the worſt another time. Undone, undone !— This way, 


this way; Sir.—Let us go this way — there will certainly 
be bloodſhed. 
Har. What is the matter, you fool? "What art afraid 


Slip. Don't you ſee Mr Stockwell coming this way ? 
Bleſs me, how he ftares! He's mad with paſſion.—— 
Don't meet him, Sir Harry. ou are out of wind, and 
have not puſh'd a great while, and be'l certainly. be too 
much for you. 4 
Har. I wou'tavoid: kink——My: blood's up a8 well as 
bis If the fool will be for fight ing —let him take what: 
follows — Hold my cane, Slip)— {Cocks hir bat. 
Slip. Ay, *tis all 8 Martin has but got the 


money, we may retire while the champions aces It 


Enter Stockwell and Martin. 
(Stockwell with 4 bag, and notes in his hand.) 
- Stcck. We will count our money and bills over wie 


3 
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kya the writings 4 and chen, ſon, for finging mil dun- 


"Her. Dov''g | yourſelf that trouble, Mr Stock- 
well ;—among you know—pray, let me caſe 


. ere to tal the money. 
0 e e » farthing more 

your bargain. —— ace are xa 

ind mk have ur» I. ue — 
Zounds, he has not money e 

en ay oma ng — 

Har. Now be je mt Flee eros bode 
for it——bemy hem | | * . 


» and af 
ace me, there 


64.1 


1 


ay” . DamnaBly: like nized, „ 
Har. eee, bat PU be ove 
wittehjm.. - 
Stock. What, my dear friend, hl 500d 2 40 
Har. Nane of your palarers with me— 
Kecgiyour Giſtgainy ing old fool you, or PIR 
(ch ou beer manner than to Bk wy ſervant wn 


ſtairs, 1 
0 % What do you mean, Sir Harry ?—He's n 
ure 

rr n 

Saber bis ur.) 

Mar. Nothing can ſane-us-now, Sup! 

Slip. "Trip up his hel, d fly with the wits 
poſt· chaiſe ; while I S ˙•˙ 
that he t follow us. 


Mar. We have nothi alte for it—Hive at en. 


Aurel, Nay, but Sir ! 
Dab cnner'ds 


- (ls they approutt the old 
behind with and fin them.) 


Bel. Have I canght you, raſeals in the ary wk 

too! Secure *em, conſtables. 
Stock. What in the name of wonder are 
Bel. „ double pleabure oo 
n 1 * d 
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diſcovered two villains, but at the time, 
7 villainy was taking effect to make ee, 
Har. Two villains 1. bir Stockwell, do you hear this? 
Fal. Saia, 8 — Harlow, 
ir 
wy apt ps am all ſtupefaction. 

Bel. Is this Sir Harry ?—I am your bumble ſervant, 
Sir—I have not the- honour to be known to you, but 
8 a particular acquaintance of your ſon's who has been 
micereented here by that Ts RICE once a 

mane. 
. I'm in a wood, and doo't know how to get out 


Stock. Ts not this your ſon, Sir 2 . 
Har. No, you nate old fool; ut "this is my 
| ſervant, and my fon's pimp, whom I underſtand 8 
have been kicking down ſtairs. 

Stock. Here's a fine heap of roguery ! 

Bel. It was my — by the intellig and 
inftigntion of Mrs Jenny, to diſcover the wh before 
theſe wretches had accompliſhed their deſigns. 
 _ Stock. What à hair-breadth *? da bt Latte 

pon ens he oy ion: for I ſhould 

have given him the caſh in five: minutes. I'm in a cold 
ſweat at the hangs of it. Dear Mr Belford! .. + 
| | 1 Shakes him by the hand. 

, Enter Mrs Stockwell, iſs, and Jenny. | 43 © 

Mrs Stecl. O Mr Stockwell, here are dine doings 
goin r not 8 you, that I was for 

Stock. Don't trouble us now, wife ; you have been 
for and mk bin twenty times in four and twenty 

ours. 

Jen. (io Martin au Slip.) Your humble ſervant, | 
gentlemen. What, dumb and aſham'd too! The 
next ſcheme you about, take care that there is not 
R 

11 I wiſh we were twenty miles you with all 
my ſo 

Sp. As you don't like our company, Madam, we'll 

[ Going away. 


Al Hold em fal, contabls1——They . a gi 
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ſome account of themſelves at the Old Bailey, and then 
perhaps they may retire to our plantations. 

Har. But what have they done? or what will you 
do? or what am I te do ?——I'm all i in the dark 
pitch · dark. 

Stock. Is your ſon married, Sir Harry ? 

Har. Ves, a fortnight ago:;—and this fellow you 
kick'd down ftairs was ſent with my excuſes. 

Stock. I kick'd down ftairs!—You villain you. 


Bel. Don't diſturb yourſelf with what is paſt, but re- 


| joice at your deliyerance.—If you and Sir Harry will 


it me to attend you within, I will acquaint * 


with the whole buſineſs. 

Har. I ſee the whole buſineſs now, Sir. We hare 
been their fools. 

Stock. And they are our knaves ; and ſhall ſaffer as 
. Son ure Papa pn tr 
| that has ſav'd my L. 10,000. | 

Har. He has ſav'd your family, Mr Stockwell. 

Bel. Could you but think, Si my good ſervices to 
your family might intitle me to be one 4 t— 

Nan. You'd make your daughter happy» by giving 
her to your beft friend. 

Mrs Stock. My dear, fot once hear me and reaſon, 
and make em both happ : 

Stock. You ſhall be happy, Belford.——Take my 


da s hand—you have her heart. —You have deſer- 


ved er fortune, and ſhall have that to0.——Come, 
us go in and.examine theſeeulprits.” © 

Har. Right, Mr Stockwell. "Tis a good thing to 
puniſh villainy ; but tis a better n virtue HAPPY 
—and fo let us about i it. | 
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Spoken by Mr CIR BER. 
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AS Tragedy preſcribes to paſſion rules, 
So Comedy delights to puniſh fools; 
And while at nobler game ſhe boldly flies, 
Farce N the vulgar as her prize. . 
Some follies ſcarce perceptible appear 
Ia that juſt glaſs, which ſhows you as 
But Farc? ſtill claims, a magnifying right, 
To raiſe. the object larger to the fight, 
And ſhow her inſeQ-fools in ſtronger light. 
Implicit faith is to ber poets due, 
And all her laughing legends till are true. 
Thus when ſome conjurer does wives tranſlate, 
What dull, affected critic damas the cheat? 
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ſhould we fee credulit = 

928 to ten thouſand fc . , 
Should we behold pour wretches borſe e away. c * 
The labour of a twelremonth In a day; 
Nay, ſhould our Poet, with bis muſe agg, 
ow you an alley-broker for a rege, 

Tho' tis a moſt impoſſible ſuggeſtion, 
Path! think il be free, fad rat tht u. 11 


. 
? 
27 


' 


Mr Groans ER 


Mai . 1 R Set by. M. SEEDO. 
LoTTERY is a taxation - noe Sol 
Upon. all the fools in creation - | 
And — n be prais'd,. ©. 
It is caſily raig'd, , 
Credulity's always in a faſffion . 
- For folly's a fund” | 
Will never loſe. ground, 


While fools are fo ri in the latte | 
i * [Knocking ait bout. 


Eater Firſt Buyer 


1 Buyer. Is not this a houſe where people buy > 
tickets? 

Stocks. Ves, 8ir——1 believe I can: furniſh qu. with 
as good tickets 4s any one. 

1 Buyer. I ſuppoſe, Si ir, tis all one to you. what 
number a man pitches on. | 

Stacks. Any of my numbers. 


1 Buyer. Breauſe 1 would be glad g. br it, Sythe 


number of my on years or my wife's; or if 1 cou'd, 
not have either of thoſe, I n glad to have it the 
number of my mother's. 


Stocks. Ay; or ſuppoſe now i ir way tlie number of 
your 1 
uyer. No, no! She Has no ek in lotteries: ſhe 
had a whole ticket once, and got but fifty pounds by 1 it. 
Stotks. A very unfortunate perſon; truly. Sir, my” 
clerk will furniſh” you, if you'll walk that way up to the 
office. Ha, ha, ba There's one 10,000 1. got 


What an. abuadance of imaginary rich men will one 
B b | month 
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month reduce former 
E= r ery: Lau with: 


| Buyer. 

2 Buyer. ; Does not your Workklp let hotfes Sir? 

Stweks. „ "AY 2 

2 Buyer. ve 8 money „k- 
ney- coach, and I Vent? to ride it Ty 2 

Stocks. You-are in the right; it is che way to drive 
your own coach. 
2 Buyer. I don't know, a that but I am willing 

to be in fortune's way, . as 
Stocks.. You D 2 is not impoſſible 
but you may be a rich one tis not abo no 
matter, TY ny N 
worth 10,000. 


8 AIR. Free H ee, 
Here are the 
r 


He nth . g e Sir: 
Y» 


If . in his way, 
May ride in a oel all his life, Sir. ; 


The ſport ſman effeems 
That leaps o'er a pi r "IH 
| But here tw t — nts 

If you fit but his back, 
Will Jeap-you' into n effate, Sr. 


2 Buyer. How a man may labour to that at 
rr: minute at pla! 15 


a Black Joel. 
K an the ee 2 
| g e 2 a main, 
| Or da e e and] . 
The ſtouteſt ſailor, r Tas 
n with cringin bows,. 
1 ies, too, they ſays. * 
e — 


— 


ene L e e . 19 
= . 8 
d ne been kao, Hi; 33k 
Nor 2 had been herladyſhip's lot, 5 
Hut for the black ace, and all, all that. 


And belike you, Sir, 1 would willingly ride upon the 


number of my coach. 
-- Stocks, Mr Trick, let that have the. uum- 


ber of his coach.—-{ F/ze.] No matter whether we'have 


it or no,——As the gentleman is riding to u caſtle in che 


air, an an airy horſe is the propereſt carry him. {Knocks 
ing hard without. } Heyday! this is ome perſon oC 
quality by the impudence 3 footman. 
Enter 


Lady. Your fervant,, Ms | 

Sto. Laer | 
Lady. o 

n eee ee ee 

aud ten horſes every day. 


Sto. By which, if your Ladyſhip has any lock, you” 


may very eaſily get L. 30,000 or L. 40,000. | 
Lady. Pleaſe to look at. thoſe jewels, Sir—they colt 


my lord upwards of H. 6000.-—L intend-t9 lay out char 


will lend upon them. 


you 
Sto. If your Ladyſhip pleaſes to walk up inte the | 


dining-voom, Il wait on you in a moment. 
Enter Porter. | 

Well, friend, what's your bulineſs.. 

Por. Here is-a letter for you, at pleaſe 92 

* Reading. ] 

rother Stocks, | 

| «6 Flere is a young lady come. to lodye 8 
« from the country, has deſired me to find out ſome one 
* who may inſtruct her how to diſpoſe of L. 10,000 to 
the beſt advantage. believe you will find her 


worth your acquaintance ; ſhe ſeemg a mere novice, 
«and 1 . wa e 
* all that's needful fam 

£23. | * Your affeRtionate brother, 


« Tin. 2 A 
Very well. —[t eben wo other anſwer than that 1 
will come. | Xnecking hard without. ] Heyday! more 


people of quality age the dar} 


| „ 


of 
| | 
| | 
|| 
j-) 


* us 
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Rt e _—— —— , 4 
2 Your ſereant, brother: 
to. Four Tn ten", Thank wn fe. 


FER I have been u man of great buſineſs lately, 

I hope your buſineſs has turn'd to a good ace 
vount 1 hope-yow have clear d handſomel y. 

: F- Ste. Ap, it has turn'd eus good account, 
have clear'd my 1 
Sto. Lam — — we 4 hope you will excuſe 
me at preſent, dear brother. Here is a lady of qua» 
lity ſtays for me; but. as ſoon as this hurry of buſineſs is. 
over, I ſhou'd be very glad to drink a diſh with 
MN any. coficehouſe you will. appoint: 

F. Sto. Oh! Lfhall not detaim you long 3 and "RN to 
cut the affair as ſhort as 2 I deſire Roe wou'd lend 
me a brace of bundreds.. . 
Sta. Brother?! 

Rk Sto. A brace of bundredsz. I. 2004 in jour own 


== Dear Jack, you know I'wou'd as ſoon lend you 
L200 88,0063 nigeria, wag eber r- gs, 
t 4 

J. Ste. Come, come, brother; no-equivocation: 1. 2c0 
I muſt have, and will. 

Sto. Muſt have, and will In—Ay; and ſtall have tooy 
if you can get m. 

J. Sto. *Sdeath !. you fat raſcal ; what title had you: 
to come into the world before me?” 
Sto. You need not mention that, brother: vou be 
my riches, if I have any, are owing. to my induſtry; as 
1 poverty is to your. lazineſs and extravagance - and 
I have raigd myſelf by the multipheation-table, as you 
have undone yourſelf by the hazard-table. 

Ste. That is as much as to ſay, I have dans 
myſelf like a gentleman, and you have rais'd yourſels 
like a pi et. ——Sirrah; you are a ſcandal to the 
Ta. you are the firſt 2 that has been in it. 

Sto. Ay, and the firſt that has been worth a groat 

mit. And tho* you don't deſerve it, I have thought 
of a method to put you in a way to. make you the ſe- 
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nd. There, read that letter, TE Stocks reads it to l- 
ſell] J Well, Sir, what ſay you to L. 20,000 and a wife ?- 
24 Wap that I only want'to know beg $0 ges 


them. 
Ka. Nothing .o ——As the is certainly 

you may de a d ſhe will be 2 | 

D 1 

to you in an inflant. My Lord Lace has N 

laſt ſuit of birth · night cloaths to me and as I intend to 

r 

the title are both at your ſervice, 89 if | 

ſhip pres RR Foe 1 eil bat ot earch mn judy, Ag 

and be wi 

EL If 1 6 hut nick un dne Amne'vare 1 
N 


Wha ace arte f See Phe 
track'd her all the way, till withio a few miles of+ this 
town. If I ſtart her gain, let her look 49 + ——1I 
am miſtaken, or ſhe began to find her paſſio n growing 
too violent before ſhe- attempted this flight and when 
Zea 


AIR. BANE is charnings |. 


Women in valn love“ Ls 
pole; f : ** 
24 ſtrong” current, 5 4 


With 
Reaſon a w 
2 —— ** 
ures inviting, #1 ng 2 
Paſſions exciting, dert Nu 
ne e 
Of pride difarme' — tarnen 


e t #8, 19 


Rater Whiſk. - ; od: 
85, Whiſl,; have you heard any views? 
Whiſk. News, Sir! 2 [ha have yan — 


as will 1 


ibi. Vou will 3 32 now, n 
Why, your miſtreſs is got into a fine lodging in Pall- 


Mall—L found ber gut by menting that baxyage her 


=y 


2989 THE LOTTERY. - 

maid in the ſtreet, who wou'd ſcarce ſpeak to mo. 1 
follow'd her to the door; where, in a very few minutes, 
came out ſuch a procefſion of milliners, mantua-makers, 
dancing-maſters, fiddlers, and the devil knows what, as 
I once remember at the equip ing a parliament-man's 
country lady to pay her firſt vi 
Love. Ha! by all that's "+ PE he i is in keeping 

_ already ; ſome bawd has made prize of her as ſhe alight- 
ed from the -coach.— ſhe has been oO 
from my arms, ſhe has fallen into the Colonel's. f 


AIR. Se by Mr 8 EE DO. 
How hapleſs is the Virgin's fate, 
Whom all mankind's purſuing; 
For while ſhe flies this treach'rous bait, 
From that ſhe meets her ruin. 
So the poor hare, when out of breath, 
From hound to man is preſt; 
Then ſhe encounters certain er 
|; 2 ee eee | 
c Oh Jenny ! mention not the deere I faint 
at the ſound of it There is more pleaſure in the rat- 
tling of one hackney-coach, than in all the muſic * 
romances tell us of ſinging· birds and falling waters. | 


_ A I R. ; Set Mr SBEDO. . , 
arewel and valleys 3:1 1 
2 — Ay 16 f . 
I'll make more pleaſant fallies - 
To plays and maſquerades. 
With joy, for town, I harter 
Thoſe banks where flowers py 1 
What are roſes to a garter? ; 
What are lilies to a beau ? 


en. Ay, Madan—wou'd the. L. 10,000! — were” 
once come up. 

Chloe. Ob. Jenny! be under no a denn; It is 
not only from what the fortune-teller fold me, but I ſaw 
it ĩa a ooſſee diſh, and I have dreamt of it every night 

theſe three weeks. Indeed, I am ſo ſure e that 1 
| N J 
| : en. 


- o ö , 

39 ws. y 
[Exeunt. 

* 


TI 


THE LOTTERY. 299 
. will unty i ature, 
in this town, as laying it out. 

Chloe, Firſt of enny, 1 will buy one of the beſt 
houſes in town, and furniſh it.— Then I intend to ſet up 
my coach and ſix, and have fix fine tall footmen . Then 
I will buy me as many-jewels as I can wear.— All forts 
of fine cloaths 111 have too. Theſe I intend to pur- 
chaſe n And then for the reſt, I ſhall make 


. It. is a ron .. has laid out 
twenty thouſand of ber tes ten alread x 

Chloe. Well, I ſhall be a happy a1 long 
to begin, methinks. 


AIR. In fee and Andromeda. 
Oh what pleaſures will abound G 
When I've got ten thouſand pound ! 
Oh how courted I'ſhall bei! 
Oh What lords will kneel to me! 
Who'll dilpute my : | : 3-8. 2148 
Wit and beauty, | 
When my golden charms are found? 
O what flattery, #424 
In the lottery, | 5 
When e 


An't I ſtrangely alter'd in one week, Jenny? Don't 1 
e 
ready? Eh! does not the naſty red colour go 

out 1 face? Han't I a good Goal ory ar. — 

in me 
Jen. Oh, Madam ! you come on ploriouſly. 

Enter Servant. 
Serv, Madam, here's one Mr Spadille'at the door. 

; Chloe,” Mr Spadille ! Who is that ? | 
- Jen, It is your ladyſhip's quadrille-maſter, Madam. - 
Chloe. Bid him come another time. an't in a hu- 

mour' to leaiat\anycthin more this morning. —Pll take 

two leſſons to-morrow: tho for they tell me one is 


E n 


* | . Wag, 
A ABEL « Serv. 


1 K N * 
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Ser Me Stoths the broker, too, Madam, is below. 
Chloe. Oh, that's the gentleman who is. to diſpuſe of 

wwy ted thouſand pound for me—-defire him to walk up, 
r Is not 
| better than ſtaying at home for whole weeks, and 
ſeeing none but the curate and his wife, or the ſquire? 
1 be better for you than ſeeing the n uire; 
for, if 1 miſtake not, ee ee | 
of, he had been a dan 
Ake. — 


. When love is E. og MIO 
3 Ee 
e ton in th her 
" She darts im Ggheaic | 


provate 
FE ain forvy to ſay it, I um ufrtid there are 
in the Alley who aro the hommeſt then in the 


bingdat In-fhoet;, there is one wayrotlifpoſe of mo- 
The Charitable Corporation pray, what aden 
That is, Madam, a method invented by ſome 


3 


= = 
— 8 , 
- * — 


very 
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rery wiſe men, by n 


Wannen nds a 
Ser. Madam, here is . ue 
know if yon are at home. M00 . 


Chloe. we 7 nn Oden who's thae 2. 
rr 
belt eſtates in the kingdom... Why, he's 2s rich. 25 4 


J. Ste; Bid zhe chæir retum — 2 
ive orders that the chariot be not us d thingvening.— 
_ a, iy Ta ren peers Te 
egad, Ma aſſt ten thouſand pardons; . 
pected to have 2 lady. 1 Arto 
Sto. I ſuppoſe, Jour Awrdſhip m. e 
of e „nh wh nigur u 2 Us Aft 85 doof. ] 


Sto Ar The Counteſs of Seven Dae .!1, 1: 


dbe left theſe Ibdgings r 
which we day Wa By centers 
. Ste. ſh 


—— wp and-ualttd 0 j of. gale. of — 


cad blow up Ide reduadancy of your good · ture, till it. 


raiſe the wind of compaſſion, I ſhall e 


thi:barbavr quiet 4 ee 2 Ad 


2, Well _ —— 


following part TEN nawos : * bi 2 1 


ton times more humble than the parſon of our 
J. Ste. Hat and are vun this ruſobwd hot! ts 


wer. Obs. it eee 
pardon. with your tongue, when font nes executet me 
with your eyes. | 1 107% yaa vd 3“ 919 07 GW. 
> North / 1uA EN. de Me-BEEDO... dab £ fit 


Chlee. Alas! my 
light eg; 1 F811 . 


8 Hi: N pon 
And fince I date not ſpeak for Fon = 
8 leave'to fag. 
That fat ICY 
at fate Pre ; 
Yet think not I can E 
5 with With ſuch a noble 
Vor. II, Ce 


2 3 
mA AMT” 


ar Ea —— 


OO 


— a—ê—ÿ — | — 


wy 
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LY — 27 
' wer 
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F. Sto. Oh vaviſning ! exquiſite! ecſtaſy ! joy! tranſ 
port ! miſery ! — 2 "How! all B f. 
efs that undoes me ; 
FJ. 7. Ob, Madan Pn 
to. there is a in 
22 fof which' nature'has nd Untiduse. Og wen 
Fen. My Lord has the ſame'deſigns 8 
fear : he makes love too violent for it to be honourable, 
Lale. 


Chloe. Alas, my Lord. —— and; rant— 
though yon ſhall find I have ſenſe 8 — 
market. * tou 54 10 t $33 e 
Se. Oh, Madame, you wrong — 
Stocks, do you ſend this lady the diamond bis 
od have of mine to to ſet.—Shall I beg yen would hos 
nour it with wearing? It is a 'trifte, not worth above 
E have it again the day after we are 
married, u 1 0 n 55 LA Stocks. 
Sto. It ſhall be ſent 7e you Lordkip 's order in three 
days time ghich will be ter you urs married,” if 
Jorg el Aue to bim. 
C Ile. Indeed, wry Lords ieee t to ſay. 5 
Hes. n Say but 
Will be nine. Lf ny rf 4 07 
Chloe. You are too haſty, Str. Do ven ma H c. | 
©"5:3. Ob, Liethe town ap of in! of ol II. . I 
Ito. it 18 town 2 


2 


——— ——— 
fee one another above twice after they are married. 
Sto. I would not preſume to aſk ſuch a thing, if l 
were not preſſed by neceſſity. For if I am not married 
in a day or ess T ſhall be obliged: te marry another 
whom IL have/promis'd already. /. 
Chloe. Nay, if you'kave beeid odce Galle, you will al- 


ways be ſo- 
A 1 R. 8e Mr SEEDO. 
I've often heard 
. e 5 
Tien u a Au 4154.47 * 93 0 


2 of o oa, * i x 
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To be as ſure 
As light is pure, 
A knavery is la,, 
Fd The man who'll prove 
Once falſe to love, oy 
Will till make truth his ſcoff; 
And woman that 
Has—you know what, 
Will never leave it off. | 
Sto. I fee, Madam, this is a very proper time for 
buſineſs; ſo I'll wait n Your Ladyſhip in the after- 
noon. Exit. 
J. Sto. Let me beg 1 Madam, to give you a 
little advice. I know ſomething of this town. — Have 
nothing to do with that N Fein one of the greateſt 
rogues that ever was han 
CBlee. I thought, —_—_— you had e Jul now 
as if you had employ'd him too. 
Sto. Ves, Madam, ae las fane L.40,0c0 
50,000 of mine in his hands; which, if ever I get 
= I give you my honour, if ? can help it, I'll never 
ſee his 6 again. But as for your money, don't trouble 
yourſelf about it; leave the diſpoſal of to me—P'll 
warrant I find ways og it ut. N 


Love. My Chloe ! Ha! can” — eabai diſdainful 
from me ? 

Chlce. Sir, know you n' t. 

Love. Not know _— And is this the fellow for 
whom I am unknown? this poder · puff Have you 
ſurrender'd to him in one week, what Ae been ages 
in ſoliciting ? 

F. Sto. Harkye, Sir—aboouer — I would not 

have you think, becauſe I am a ems a lord, that 
I won't fight. 

Love. A lord! Oh, there 11 451 the 1 are in 
the title. What elſe can you ſee in thus walking per- 
fume-ſhop that can charm you? ls this the virtue, and 
the virtue, that you have been-thund'ring- in my ears? 
*Sdeath, I am diſtracted i that ever 4 woman ſhould be 
proof againſt the arts GAIT n A facrifice to 


a monkey, We pap ld fl 
Cez A IR: 


% v4 


——_— POE LY 
rey” or 6 _—— — — — — 
1.4 4 4 , * — * 
. 1 * 8 — 7 * , — 


* 
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AIX. 8. 
Some confounded pla net reignin is, 
; 


Mu have mov d — to theſe 
Or could your inclination J 


ant: enn you under-rate me ſo? 
1 e een 
y pretenſions muſt ſurrender ; 
all your frowns and fcoths': | 
Kot me, Madam, 1 5 
3 my rival oy: 3 Rane 
y.! much joy r Wa 
nt joy can T bear et. ITN 
| * Can 1 amely iam the thook?: $4002 34.23 
6 Nee e NN 


9 


221 [Cannot 1 Lal 20465 30200453 1 
45 Half ſuch ö 22 | | 
- Wa | 
As te love * t 1. 
. 
; . — Blood and . I 7 © 8 0 1 


Wounds and wonder? 1 —— L Jan: 
ener. ** n. 


6.19151. nner 
; > "2M "17 Ye] 
A1 R. Set 2/My SEED.  a%$\ * 


in ſuck a puſftom : 
Dede the nation; 


$5 


Ti, Neg. 


22 


. 
- Love i nt your vocat ĩon- . 
— Dear Madam, be n rn TERS 
nn. en 
No widow you'll find, de 
No wife, your mind. 1.1% 
die Aly Weak! ee eee yok. bum 
* Jy Ah, ſee him—how neat ! SRL & 1 * 
Ah, ſmell him how ſweet! 938510 
A e hub dint be d flow Nos 
What maid in her ſenſes ö 


X. 
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muſt fall into trances, kd 
2112 oy dein of kavly' dn 06s Nat 
J. Sto. Ha, * ha! we are very much oblig'd te 
”—_ ** Ha ha |-—Squize Noodle, faith you 
odd ſort. of a ridiculous figure, ha, ha! 
ks? worth your Lordſhi ho. women 10 
Lave. 1 would adviſe you love the 
ſafety of that pretty — your 's, not * fk me find 
it at my return; for if I come within the fell of your 
pulvilio, I will fo n Four A But. 
J. Sto. Impudent 
Cloe. Lam frighten'd out 4 may wa for] know 
he is very deſperate. | 
to. Oh. Madam, leave me to deal with him; I'll 
let'a little light through his. body. 
Chlze. Ab, but, my Lord, what. will be the conſe- 


quence of that? 


Sto. Nothing at all, Madam 1 have kill d half 


a-dozen ſuch dirty flows, and no notice taken of it. 
Cblie. For my _ my Lord, his a care of your» 


id, A I R. S by Ms SEEDO. - | 

Ah, think, my Lord! how I ſhould grieve 

To ſee your Lordſhip bang dz | 
| But greater fill my fears, believe, 
"Leſt I ſhould > you 1 
Ab, Who could ſeg | 
On Tybayn tree, 
| You ſwinging in the air? 
A halter round OY: 
Your white neck 3 ? 
Inſtead of ſolitaire. , + | 
J Ste. To prevent all danger, dess ker ure were 
this inſtant. 
ble. O'fy, my Lord; che world will fay I am a 
ſtrange forward creature. 

J. Ste. The world, Madam, might be fauey enou 
to talk of you, if you were married to a private gentle 
man—hut as you will be a woman of — they 
won't be ſurpris d at any thing you do. | 
"TY cube. 


$ 
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Chloe. People of quality have indeed privileges, they 
3 


n = -” * 
= 29 1 1 


Oben FI ne it Among the un! 
* bed all the Say; at exrils an the night, bn 
e mil ne i, quent, rent” NG 

it, and davice vette it, * 
ene | toll e 


| theſe Londen \ eonvitry ſquires will 
N put us 10 | the bh bluſh FT; 2 ſparks 


know a woman's mind 


mind before the ſpeaks it. Well, it is. 
ecrtamly a great comfort to a woman, who has done 
what ſhe hould not ds, that the © it without her own. 


Where? "ew we this inflant, 


en. Fen. And what ? — 1 | 
of Mr Lovemore's ſenſe Moll purtae a woman who uſes 
| him ſo il}—when, to my certain knowledge, there is 4 
5 S Dada. tooth dhe az 
rnit. 
Love, Harkye, Mrs mewhere miles 
3 a 7. | 
murder, murder t help! 2 
9. . Enter M Me Stocks. T l 
Mr; Stocks. Heyda) ? what's: the \the, matter? Whois. 
this committirig are 


d What raſcal "rs ha n Bt * 


— — 
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- Love, This muſt be thi © bawd, by the politeneſs of 
wer lan LA —Dear . be not in ſuck 
2 ro bling rage rote and though. 
E me A „ and as” 
gooda pan af bobs wad : 
Mr: Sto. Sir, I keep no ſhep nor want any of 
your cultom,+—— WI ANF. you child ? 


{To Jenny. 
en. He has done nothing to . Madam ; 


b tos n 402] Kim where ar . 
del 
e aue, ve you ts Jo with her mi. 


Aae e ede rode | 
"Too. Why, fi, 1 


mother, let me have the Ns afar) 
at your ſervice. | 
* Mr; Sto What does che ſavecbox mean?) 0 
Love, Hay bag at, * 46% $9457 
4. AS '&+ & Mr SEEDO. 
When the candidate offers his purſe, - Fn 
_ What: voter requires What he meant? 
When a maa attempts to deburſe,, 
| 23 ee eee 1 
Are not then afham? R 
"When my miſtreſs Fve nam d. y 
"And my purſe I've > ode oute, | 
Any lager rel 
My meaning, add mother} 


Myr: Sto. Mother - Oh that ever I ſhould live to fee 
this day ! I that hare eſeap'd the name of a whore 
in my youth, to be call'd a bawd in my old age. Sir- 
rah, firrah, the mother that bore you, was: not an ho- 
eſter woman, | | 

| Eater Jack Stocks ond Chloe, © + 

ZAC ge e 

to. 


abus'd upon your, s ey fellow has 
offer d me money . ee * 
* Wis * $f e Mey 


2 ˖ — 


— 
* — ę— —ů —— -— — 2 — La. "> FEE, 
. = - — 
. 
0 * 
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J. Ste. Six, Tdckire you would omit any. farther coli. 
citations to this lady; and on that r An 
che paſt. Tuis lady is now my wife. 12 84 N 

* Love. How! Is this true, Chloe? S 

Chloe. Ev'n as you've heard, Sir. 

we 4 Here's a fellow won't re Lo £ lord's word for 
a wife 

Love. ee 1 I never, take a woman's word 

for any thi 

7. Sto. "Thea 1 wiſh, you'd take yourſelf — Sir. 

ve. Sir, I hall take the liberty of ſtaying here, be- 

cauſe 1 beliete my co is di fagreeable to you. 

J. Sto. Very civil, 7 1 Pauly Ong iy Se let us. 
law this ſullen gentleman to enjoy his pleen by him- 


Chloe. Oh, ray dear Lord, let's go to the hall to ſee 


the lottery drawn. 
J. Sto. If your ladyſhip wn dear Squire, 
adieu. [Exit F. Stecks and Chloe. 


Love. I'll follow her fill; for ſuch a coxcomb of a 
huſband wil but give her a detter reliſh for a gallant. 
[ Exit. 
Fen. And PH follow you am; for ſuch uſage from 
one miſtreſs will give you the better reliſh for another. 
| Joo | LExite 
Scene, CGuild-hatt.. 2 
Commiſſioners, Clerks, Spectatora, Mob, Kc- 
„ Mob. What, are they not drawing ret? 
Sto. No; but they Ii begin preſentliy. 
_ . 2 — IR. S-utB-Sea 9 
Sto. The lottery juſt ua 
00 


*”T will ſoon be t to get an er * 
For Fortune, like dames ie 10 get eins 


Does the tardy adventurer hate. 
hen if you've a mind to have her, 
0 To-day wieh vigour purſue her 7 

Or elſe to-morrow, 


A ee de e 


— 


—— 5 — — a a. 
— 
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The has ed another the fu our 
to-day ſhe intended for you. 


1 Mob. Never tell e eee 
what do thoſe do behind the curtain? There's 
never any honeſty the curtain. | 
2 Mob. Harkye, neighbour, If ancy there is ſomebody 
in the wheels he gives out what tickets he pleaſes ; for 
if you mind, ſometimes there are twenty drawn 
together, and then, Fino or three prizes, | 

1 Mcb. Nay, be ce blanks drawn toge · 
ther, it muſt be a Hay for you banks the man where 
I hired my horſes, told me, there was not quite ten 


Ts” to a 
%. N their horſes ! I. am ſure they have 


gage wth x the money Thane brought 19 
with me 
1 Mob, And yet, it can't be all a cheat neither ; for 
you know Mrs Su od; bor dom got L. 20. 
2 Mob, Ay, you fool ; but docs not her brother hre 
— 
ob. But fas notking to do with ü-. 


he? 
2 Mob, Ab, hud help thee t—Who can tell what ke 


"Dat bers Me e e x 
Enter Mrs — tay | 
2 1 7 you, er — 4. 


ob. Ah, da, Surfer, yo dr . lucky - 


ug Leid dor would make your words good. 
feb. Why, have not you got pwenty pound in the 


ottery? 

* Suge Ah, 1 lud! that's all rid away, and. twenty pounds 
more to it—Oh, tis all a cheat ; they let one + 
little at firſt, only to draw one in, that's all. 1 
hired a horfe to-day ; and if getting by hat, 1 
go down, into the country to-morrow. 

1 Mob, I intend: to ride no longer, nor 
Graae hare nrpher, end ag Te N 


Tye Sy here is the number. 0 
j. by I live, the very ticket a+ 


* 
—— — 43 oa + P 
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2 Mob. Nay, that cannot be. It may be the ſame 
number, perhaps, but it cannot be the ſame ticket; for + 
we have the whole ticket for ourſelyes. | 

' Bug. I ten you, we are botd cheated. 

Triſh. Upon my ſhout it is very brave luck N 
the deel — me but this will be brave news to carry 
back to Ireland. 

1 Mb. Ay, there's he that has got the five thouſand 

which came up to day. 
_ 2 Mob. I give you joy of the Give thouſand pound, 
ir. 

Triſh. Ah, honey ! fait I have not got it as yet— 
but upon my ſhoul I was within a ticket of it, op. 

3 Mob. I hope your worſhip will take care that my 
horſe be drawn to-day or to- -morrow, becauſe 1 Hall go 
out of town next day. 

Sto. Never fear, . 

© Sag. You are a fine gentleman, to let me the Paine 
ticket you had let before to theſe men here. 

Sto. Pſha, Madam, tis impoſſible; 'tis a miſtake. 

Sug. Here js the number, Sir; it is the” fame on 
both papere. 

Sto. Ha! why, Mr Trick has made a little blunder 
here indeed! "However, Madam, if it comes up a prise, 
ha! d'ye think 
my horſes won't carry double, Madam This number 
is a ſure ny for it was drawn * blank five * ago. 


Alle. 

Euter Coathitian:” 4 * 

Fm Oh, Sir! your worſhip has let me a very lucky 
horſe ; it is come up twenty pound already: fo if your 
worſhip would let me have the money— - 
Ste. Let me ſee ; tickets are this day vineteen pound, 
and your prize is worth eighteen pound eighteen ſhil- 
lings; ſo if you me two e of which are he dif- 
ference, we 5 quit. | | 
Coach. How; Sir ! how! 

Ste. Upon my word, friend, I ſtate ab account TINY 

| Conch. Oh, the devil ! and have 1 given three pound 
for the chance of loſing two ſhillings more? 

Sto. Alas, Sir! 1 cannot SY il fortune —You have 


tad 
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had ill luck; it might have come up' a hundred, or a 
thouſand, orten thou fand! 
Coach. Ten — = gre $og devils take 
all. Oons! if Jean hut once get eber hee 
r AN 
$5 all trades we've 14 "= oa. — 
Some good and ſome, bad | 
But. a ftock- Saber on? no. fellow: mo 
To hell who wou' d ſally, 
ory. 13 him go to Chan —. * 
There are ends who will m * Aba 
The lawyer who's been 
\ . . ©. Ir the — — Arne 
While s complexion made _ 
Nay. the-devil's to: blame, 5 f 
Or he'll ow to his ſhame, * © 
That. a tock-jobber has no fellow. 


Enter J. Stocks and Chloe. Commiſſioners advance 70 
open the wheels. 


J. Ste. Well, my dear, this" is one nd 
accountable rambles juſt after matrimony but you 
ſhall always find me the moſt complaifant of huſhands. 

© Chloe. Oh, my Lord, I niuſt ſee all the curiofitits x 
the tower, - and the lions, and bedlamy and *the court 
and the opera. 

V. Sto. Yes, yes, my dear, you ſhalt fee 8 thing 
— But the deeil take me if I accompany your ladyſhip. 
I think I will not talk to her of by fortune before to> 
morrow morning. Hide. 

Chle, J will not mention the ten an pound be. 
bore "tis cose up- It rr 

N. nd l f Ade. 

J. Sto. $0, the lottery i genf fo begin. bens. 

AIR: "Now | ponder :well,; If patents dear. 

2 Proel. Number one moan tharty-two ! ; Dr 
2 Procl. That number is a blank. er 

1 Pro, Number one hundred ninet T 2 
1 Pre. And that's another b K 


h 
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ber fix nel! edt its 5 
Her 
N 
2 Precl. Oh, thay is twenty Pound: 


1 Mob. r ee, 
there are ſome pringiges: N 1 


5 AIR. bb Shipper. © 
1 Procl. Narbe ix thouſand ei 
2 Procl. * Ie ter is 
I Procl. Number fix thouſand e 
oo > Proc Oh, that is twenty pound? WS 
' You ſee us all fair: 
See nothing is there. rr 
The hammer goes down; n their band: 
Hey, Preſto ! 2 


— 


And up comes the twen 
Che You lee tis Re. 
1 12 ——— and ten. 
# 7 


ln b; Poor Lady | i I re ber ticket in ome u 
2 May de her bert has thrown bers neighboun 
5 [T be 3 1 3 — 2 in dumb 2 


Ste. What's matter, m _— R 
7 1 EY 2 FR jr 


ns ere any NAT" 1 


THE LOTTERY: "Fs 

Sto. Upbraiding you ? kaf With what? 
Fog <a did 2 my . ? 
J. Sto. No, no, ue * you for your 
perſon ; I was in love with thut only, my angel. 
C Then-the'loſs of ny fortune; dall gie me no 


PR uncaſinefs. 

LS Pals of your fortune! ba Host what | 
what! 

Chloe. O, my. dear | L bad. ne bus whus 
promir'd myſelf from the lottery. . 
Sto. 


chars So the devil take alt lotteriet 1 


Sto. The devil take them,.i indeed end nk a 


con 
0 7; hs Th -ticket,. to an —— thouſand. 
ound? Death, hell, and furies- 


on 1. this your tote ke d, u Lend | 

F. Stoa Love. for von Dem you, x" 
Jen. This i e N b 
his kk the. firft 


„Sto. Brother, this-is-a trick of yoor's to min me. R 

to. Heyday ! what's the matter no 

J. Sto. Matter why, I have hade Levant thrown | 

upon me. 

Love. The ten thouſand pound is come up a blank, 
_ all. turk | 

9. A | Q 

Sto. Ay; « bike he lived ignorant 

of ee However, Madam, vom are bit ad well as I am, 

for I am no more & lord than . 

Chloe, Now Pm undone; inderd. 


AIN Fun wave. 
Love. Nowꝭ my dear Ciflbe; Bellold & true lover. 
Whom, tho? your erueſty ſeem & to diſdain, 
No your doubts and fears may diſcover, 
One kind lobk's a reward for Hs pain, 


Vor- II. e Thus 
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( Thus to fold thee, ; 
« 4117442, e 1 
Love ſhall hald thee et e 
Dew: thes mile. |. * 
- Vat jor in chains of d. marriage 8 
Lore“ only happy, when liking is fre. 


As you ſeem, Sir, to lia ve no overbearing fondneſs * a 


our wife, I'll take her off your hands. —As you have 
Wild a fortune with her, what ſay you to a fortune 
without her : PI mg over all pretenſions in her to me, 
and I'll give you a thouſand pound this inſtant. © 
. S. Ha! pox ; I ſuppoſe they are 2 thouſand 
pounds you are to get in the lottery. . | 
; Loves Sir, you ſhall receive” em this moment. 
Sto. Shall 1? Then, Sir, to ſhow you I'll be 
2 with you, here ſhe is—take her and if 
ever I aſk her back of you again, 8 I loſe the whole 
- thouſand at the firſt fitting! | 
Chloe. And can part with ine fo exbily ? | 
J. Sto. Part wi Jou? If I was married to the 
whole ſex, 1'd part with 'em all for half the money. 
Love. Come, my dear Chloe, e been married, 
4s you imagin'd, you ſhould have nothing by the 


change. 
bee. A lord! . I begin to deſpiſe che name 
now as heartily as I lik'd it 

Commiſſioners, &c. cheſs the wheels; and come forward) 


told - tee R. Set iy Mr SEEDO. 
Since you whom I "> 


So cruel have 7 
d you whom Leue, ſo —5 | 


4. "og retract all my thrown-away vowe, 


Hence all WOmen learn, 
When your hnſbands 1 ſtern, 
5 leave you in conjugal want; 
&er whimper and weep out your 
While what the dull r f 


Is better wppy's by gallant. 


Seo. 
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Sto. Well, Jack, I hope you'll forgive me; for if I 
intended you any harm, may 'tickets fall, and all the 
horſes I have let to-day, be drawn blanks to-morrow! i 

J. Sto. Brother, I believe you; for as I do not ap- 

rehend you cou'd have got a ſhilling by being a rogue, 
A is poſſible you may have been honeſt. 91 | 

Love. Come, my dear Chloe, don't let your luck 
grieve you you are not the only perſon has been de · 
ceiv'd in a lottery. | | * 


A 1 R. 
That the world is a lottery, what man can doubt? 
When born, we're put in; when dead, we're drawn out: 
And tho? tickets are bought by the fool and the wiſe, 
Yet tis plain there are more than ten blanks to a prize. 
Sing tantararara, fools all, fools all. f 


Stocks, © 
The court has itſelf a bad lottery's face, 
Where ten draw a blank before one draws a place z 
For a ticket in law who wou'd give you thanks? 
For that wheel contains ſcarce any but blanks. 
Sing tantararara, keep out, keep out. 


Lovemore. 3 s 
*Mongft doors and lawyers ſome good ones are found; 
But, alas! they are rare as the ten thouſand pound. 
How ſcarce is a pripe, if with women you deal! 
Take care how you ma for, oh, in that wheel, 
Sing tantararara, blanks all, blauks all. | 


3 1 ; Stocks, | 

at the ſtage is a lottery, by all *tis agreed, 

Wberse ten plays are damn'd ere one can ſucceed 2 

The blanks are ſo many, the prizes ſo few, 

We all are undone, unleſs kindly you, 
Sing tantararara, clap all, clap all, 


D d 2 
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E P I LO O uU x. 
Spoke by MR KR ATT OR. 


— aſhorn's/to ſhew wy face ! 22 
Was ever woman fike my Lady Lace? 
ids have been often wives, > oh widows ſoon ; 
ut I'm maid, . wife, and widow, all. in one. 
ho'd truſt to Fortune; if ſhe play ſuch pranks ? 
Ten thouſand and a lord! and both prove blanks ? 
A piteons caſe } and what is-ſtill mor * 
To loſe ſo fine a lord before} had hi 


Had all been well till honey moon over, p 
K had been then no wonder to diſcover, : 
I a new miſtreſs, he.a rival lover. | 


To wake ſo ſoon from ſuch delle ous dreams, 
Zuch pure, polite, extravagant fine ſchemes, 
Of pleys, and operas, and maſquerades, 

Of equipage, quadrille, and powder'd blades, 
And all blown up at once—Oh, horrid ſentence ! 

Forc'd to take up at — — h! an old acqualutance, 
But held—— when my misſottunes l 

Egad, tis well Fve any man at all. 

Yet, ſinee diſcarded once at ſuch ſhort warning, 
This too may turn me off to-morrow morning. 

E that ſhould happen, I were fincly Nurr'd; - 
What ſhould I then do? What! why, get a third. 
Well, if he does, as | have cauſe to fear, 


To:morrow-night, gallants, vou bud me here, 


— 


rn 
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Drury kane. Bdinburgh, 177%. 
o Maſt, Mr Yates. Mr Wilfon, 
Maſk, Mr King: Mr Guion. 
Freeman, i Mr Packer. Mr Weſton. . 
Roſin, . Mr Fox. Mr Taylor. 
Servant, Mr Watkins. | : 
| WOMEN, 
Sophy, | Miſs Pope. Mrs Weſton... 
Lady Scrape, Mrs Bennet. Mrs Willms. 
; Lavndreſi, Mrs Bradſhaw, Mrs Booth, 
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Written by Mr G KR RICK. 
Spoken by Mr K VN G. * 
Aa, en ifi on tbr pl ax wel} x his * 


3 


N old trite proverb let me quote; 
A As is your cloth, fo eut your coat. 
To ſuit our Author and his Farec, 
Short let me be! for wit is ſcarce.. 
Det wou'd I hew it, had Kany ; 
The reaſons why are 1 and manys. 


=% 


— — 
2 „ 
— > — 
* — - 
— * < — 


* = 

* 

* 

> - A 
* * * 
„* * by I R 
r 
, 


Wub 


„ p R O IL. O O u KE. 


A flaſh in pan with empty gun, 


Shou'd I have wit, the piece have none, 
The piece is ſure to be undone. 8 


A tavern with a gaudy {i 


Whoſe buſhis better than the wine, , 


Poets, 
Dulneſs in theſe to wit prefer 
Bug there indeed you ſeldom err. 


- Jp prologues, prefaces, be flat! 
A ſilver button ſpoils your hat. 


15 threadbare eoat might jokes eſcape, 


id not the blockheads lace the cape. 
A caſe in point to this before ye, 
Allow me, pray, to tell a tory. 
To turu the penny, once a wit 
Upon a curious fancy hit: | 
Hung out a board, on which be boaſted, 
Dinaer ſar threepence, bei/'d and roafted 
The hungry read, and in they trip - 
ok egy ape, and giong Bp + | 
*« Yere, bring this boil'd roaſted, pray! 
———— Enter potatoes xeſt each way. 
All Qtar'd and roſe, the houſe forſook, 
And damn'd the dinner——kick'd the cook. 
My landlord found, poor Patrick Kelly, 
There was eng with the belly. 1 
Theſe fats laid down, then dhus Lreaſon: 


Tet Hill will you for jokes fit watching, 


Like Cocklane folks for Fanny:s-ſcratching,. 
Aud here my Giles ſo ft! 


Vor prolegucs are but $ of wit 3. 


Which. mean to how their art and kill, 
And ſerateh you to their author's will. 
In ſhort, for reaſons great and (mall 
*Tis better to have none at all. | 
Prologue and ghoſts——2 pahkoy tradt! 


-.. So let em both at once be laid! * 


Say but the word, ——give your commands, 
We'll tie our Prologue-mo — hands. 


- 


Sonne theſe kulprus! bind em tiph my 
E rr 


girls can. ſcratch, nor feals 


6c? 
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A'S K 
- Scent, Masx*; Chamber. 
Enter Mazx in a ſhably dj abille, as coming from an 


inner Me 
(Clock ftrikes Eleven.) 
a (as counting the hour.) 


IGHT,—nine,—ten,— deven.——Paſt eleven by 

the Temple cloek, and no news. of Freeman yet! 
Aud that old beldam of a  laundreſg—lI expected to 
have heard her great ruſty key turnin . lock two. 
hours ago.— Lo go to Sophy's in..this trim is impoſ- 
fible ;>—and if I break my appointment, I am out of 
— for ever. [Knocking within. —-Hiſt 

— Hark! ſomebody at the door. Kinecking within. } 
A ſneaking ſingle tap !—That can never be Freeman. 
A dun, ten to one }-—hall I anſwer !—{Knecting. ] 
Again! How ſhould they find me out here? — But. 
perhaps it may be a meflage from Feeemay, —— I'll try.. 
to the door, and afſuming 2 1— 


. 
tt in. — — 
e — — ? Where's 
ur Why not wollt u -a 
— called at Nando's? oo | 
Laun. Yes, honour. 
Maſe. etters? 
Tau. Yes, Sir—here's one, they fay, mel in this: 
Kar theſe three days. [Giving a letter. 
Maſt. Any mellage? ov has au body Less thereto 
inquire for me? 
Taun. O yes, your honour. A world of folks, te | 


Broad-court, and the milliner at the temple- gate, have 
all been at. the coffechouſe to ak after you. 

AA. nnn | More plagues? | 
{coding the 7117. 
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« SIR, Clifford's Inn. 

« Mr William Rummer, .maſter of the Mitre, has 

e deſired me to acquaint you, that if the incloſed bill, 
oy * amounting to fixty-three pounds five ſhillings and fix- 
pence halfpenny, is not paid within this week, he 

os 12 endeavour to recover it by courſe of law ; where- 
fore I hope you will take care to fatisfy his demands, 

in order to prevent further trouble from ; 
&« Yaur humble ſervant, - 

* ANTONY CAPITAS.” 

Well faid, maſter Capias.—Sixty-three pounds five 
ſhillings and ſixpence halfpenny! a pretty ſum !—and-if 
the odd halfpenny would purehaſe the three kingdoms, 
T am not worth it A couple of ſcoundrels, with 


their bills and their letters !—So—ſo— | 
| [Tearing the bill and the letter. 
Are you ſure there was no other meſſage ne er another 


letter left for me at the coffeehouſe? 

Jaun. Very ſure, your honour. 

Maſk. Ihen my. note was. not carried to. Mr Free 
man's, I am poſitive. 

Laun. Indeed it was; Sir—T am fartin- it was — for 
my huſband told me, as how he had delivered it into the 


gentleman's French gentleman's own hand himſelf. 


* Maſk. Very ſtrange I ſhould hear nothing of him! 


Sure he would not neglect me.—Was ever poor fellow 


in ſuch a diſtreſt ſituation A woman of fortune ready 


to run into my arms — and without, ner. cloaths, or 


« clean linen, to pay her a viſit! 


* Laun. Ah, heav'n bleſs. your honeur! if you bad 


© but ſome of thoſe broider'd cloaths, and rings, and 
* watches, and ſwords, and fine linen, that I have car- 


ried to the Three Blue Balls in Fetter-Lane, for your 
- * honour, you. might be dreſt out as fine as a lord 


* that you might; and we had but a trifle, as a body 
© may ſay, upon them neither. 


© Mack. Confound'the Blue Balls !——1 would pawn 


'© myſelf now to raiſe fire guineas.—— Every thing is at 


fake. 
© Laun. Lack-a«tlay: -now, how unluckily matters fall 
* out! I have known the. time I could have contrived 


*to have lent you. aver ſo many cloaths and curious li- 
4 nene 


; 
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nens of ſome of my other maſters— And, to be fure, 
« there's his honour ſquire what-d*ye-call him, the Weſt 


India gentleman, has a - of fine cloaths, all over 
n 


„ gold and ſilver; but then all his things have been 
« carried to young madam's lodgings in Hart · ſtreet, and 


he has not near chambers theſe three weeks. 


5 ] have no other gentleman in town but *ſquire Mac- 
george, and he has no handſome eloaths—except the 
coat with ſilver button-holes, and he wears that every 
day himſelf —As for my other maſter, Mr Barefield, 
poor gentleman, I don't reckon him—for he has 
but one ſhirt in the world of his own—and that's 
marked W. M.“ 

Mail. Sdeath, what. luck! To forfeit my hopes when 
I am within an ace of ſucceſs ! To he the very next 
ticket to the ten thouſand pounds To ſcrew her mu- 
ſical heart juſt into right tune, and then to have the 
ſtrings ſnap under one's fi for want of a little ro- 
fin !—What can I do ?—[ Loud knecking without.) Ha! 
here he is, I dare ſay——-Go to the door ;—but if it is 
any body but Mr Freeman, I am not at home —not in 
town——You know nothing of me, d'ye hear? 
. Laun. I warrant your honour, + TOpens the door. 

nier F reeman. | 

Maid. (coming forward.) —O my dear Freeman! is 
it you ?——-1 have been on thorns for fear you ſhould 
not come. [L e e into the inner chamber. 

Free, Come, | have been in ſearch of you this hour 
—and thought I ſhould have been obliged to go back 
again without ſecing you—l have been into every nook 
and corner of the Temple —ran th 
ings and turnings—and courts, and 


going to the top of the monument. 
ſack. Why, I have changed the ſcene a little fince 
I ſaw you laſt, to be ſare.—Ele chambers, Free · 
man — I have them ready furniſhed, you ſee— | 
Free. Won't the old gentleman be extremely furpri« 
{cd at the vaſt progreſs youve made in the law? | 
Mat. My father! prodigioufly ſurpriſed—And F 
expeQ him in town every day. —But no ts" 


twenty wind- 
and blind- . 
alleys—and then up as many ſtairs as if I had been 


| 
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all my diſtreſs, Freeman, I am happy, and even ſuc 
ceſsful My affair with Sophy goes on fwimmingly. + 
Free. Plha, is that all? A muſical lady would | 
as ſoon take the Savoyard girl for a wife, with no other 
portion than her cymbal. 
Mari. Ay, but my miſtreſs'slyre is rung with 
you know. Thirty thouſand in her own diſpoſal ! Be 
ſides, I dare ſay this paſſion for muſic is but one of the 
irregular appetites of virginity : You hardly ever knew 
a Th ſo devoted to her barplichord, but ſhe ſuffered i it 
to goo out of tune after matrimony. 

This is all mighty pretty _in 8 
even ſuppoling that you can ſo eafily reconcile yourſelf 
to all her airs and crotchets, I ſee very little proſpect of 
her being ſo enamoured of you. 


3 To the very brink of deſperation and matri - 


| 7 What! marry you? She never will depend 
on it. 


Mail. O, you're miſtaken—You have too high an 


opinion of her underſtanding, and too mean a one of 
mine. Sophy is like one of her own inſtruments : 1 
requires ſome {kill to manage her, I confeſs. But I am 
a connoifſeur in the art, and know every one of her 


ſtops. 
Free, Her ſtops !-—ha, ha! — would be a 
mighty pretty conceit, if you ws to carry on your 


courtſhip in muſic. - 


Mast. And why not? f Love, perhaps, may ” 
well be ſung as ſaid, and is hardly more ridiculous 
one way than the other ; 3 not to mention, that it is the 
« only way of ſucceeding with Sophy. It is true in- 
« deed, that, notwithſtanding her rage after the gamut, 
e ſhe knows little more of muſie than I do; yet I am ſo 


c pell convinced of the violence of her en to 


every thin vg. that is muſical and Italian, that I ſhould 
hardly be ſurpriſed at her marriage wth. one of the 


Sopranos at the opera. 


(Free. Ay, — but, as I take it, Maſk, you have no 
© opera talents. You can neither ſing, play, nor talk 


4s Italian, 


ail. No but I can adapice a fine linger, wake 
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in raptures at an air or'a chorus; and as for Italian, 
| © [ have juſt gleaned enough of the language to 12 
my converſation with it as readily* as many a faftion- 
© able coxcomb who has made the tour of Italy. . 
Free. So your principal recommendations are neceſ- 
« ſity and the bon front—Hey, George! Well, ſucceſs 
attend you.” FLOSS © | | 
Mack. I tell you, I am ſute of her. I have made 
ſome pretty intelligible overtures to her already, which 
have been received not unfavourably. I have played off 
the complete virtuoſo upon her, and ſhe ſuppoſes me to 
be very lately returned from Rome. I have been thrown, 
into raptures and muſical ecſtaſies—and cried out, Bra- 
vo! diving! and ancora louder than herfelf. But. that 
which, I plainly perceive, weighs moſt with her, is a 
ridiculous propoſal I have made to carry her over to 
Italy directly after our marriage. In ſhort, I have 
touched the principal ſtring, the maſter-key of her ſoul. 
Nay, ſhe has even d „that I am 4 Bell cavalizro, 
and a perſon of infinite gy//p———What do you think of 
t, Freeman ? VEL 191 Ay ' 
Free. Why, I think the only thing you have to do, 
is to follow her up with ſpirit. 
Mask. And ſo I have—nay, I have even gone ſo far, 
as to frighten her with the apprehenſions of loſing me. 
' Free. A dreadful ſentence But how? | 
Mack, By a pretended match with a lady in the coun- 
try, which, I have told her, my father is determined to 
force me into; and that I expect him in town every 
day to conclude the buſineſs with his counſel. 
Free. Make haſte: then, and eonclude your own bu- 
ſineſs with her before he really arrives. Why don't you 
viſit her? en INN 
Mack. Viſit her! $0 I have again and again. I 
am honoured with her particular commands for this very 
morning; and did not doubt of making this my laſt vi- 
ſit —But ſome ſmall impediments, I was afraid, would 
have prevented my waiting on her. For this week paſt, 
my affairs have been, as you may perceive, in ſome little 
confuſion. ——1I, you ſee, am rather in a diſhabille. 
Free. Ha, ha, ha! This is altogether as droll an 
; * nne 100 RI 1 amour, 


* 


* 
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amour, and as whimſical a piece of courtfhip, av rey. 
ET heard of. | 
© Mak. So much the better. 'The oddity of it charms 
© me. I hate your 8 and Chloes, your ſenti- 
5 ghing and languiſhing for pn 
ree. Well —but your commands for m- Tell me 

_ in two wonds,— id it you want? 

Mack. In two. words then—Every thing, | 

Free. I'm glad on't. | 

Mark. How ſor? . 


us well as my conjugal plan, —— — 


we go along, I'll be with her in leſs than half an hour, 


and make Be to ſome: tune, I'warrant you. [ Axen. 
Enter Laundreſs /rom the inne#-room,. with a paper and 


bottle. 
* Ah, the times are bi changed! wich m | 
maſter here I have known the day, Leoull 
e enow from chambers to keep: my 
bels Kamil But ut now, if I was to take ſo much as 
1 poor gentleman he muſt go to bed 
© in the dark. The only things I can find;, are theſe 
© leavings of a quartern of Bebhea, and the bottom of a 
bottle of rum;—— Hard times for poor folks And 
ive him his due - he's a noble gentleman, that I 

fk fax far bin. When he has it, way it goes, and 
e s the bettet Fer NA him, lie is 
the no 


W A- Room in Sophy's Houſe.  .. - 
Enter Sophy. and Lady Strape. | . 


Se. J, my dear Lady Serape, piano ls - 
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opera is m darli Amuſtanent, tis true. I am infi- 

nitely — . — — their diſcord.— But I can” never 
think of endeavouring to bring Signor Staccato ad 


the dear Caprice to an accommodation on ſuch mean 


conditions. 

I. Ser. Mean 3 8 surely, ſurely, "Miſs 
Sophyzia ſalary of . a thouſand pounds—with-an 
ment to-provide her a houſe ready ith an pp 
her a coach—and a Fredch — 4 Romiſi cha 
- plain into the bargain, are no ſuch deſpicable offers for 
one ſeaſon's performance, —And as' to Signor '& Star- 
cato, the terms propoſed are — | 

Sep. Nothing to what they have had. abroad. Art 
not they the praiſe and admiration of all Europe? 
Were not they loaded with preſents by all the nobles at 
Venice: ?— univerſally careſſed at Naplez—entertaintd 
in the maſt ſumptuous manner by the prince of Wittem- 
be en under the immediate protection of the Em- 
preſs at Vienna, admired at Paris, adored at Bruſſels 
and treated with the utmoſt reſpect in every country 
but our own ?—O the Goths and Vandals ! | 

L. Scr. Pardon me, Miſs Sophy ! theſe performets, 
1 believe, have been —_ better received, or met 

with more encouragement.” Signor Ela, the directar, 
my Lord and Lady Minus, myſelf, Madam, and man 
other ſubſcribers to the opera, think the 3 &: 
| .Fereds” at leaſt equal to their merit. 542 41 

Sap. Ol, their merit is above all recompence. - | 
are a perfeRt treaſure of taſte and vertu! O the dear 
Caprice. Such cadences !—ſuch ſoftenutos )—a d 
her graces, ſhakes, \ furs and trilloes—raviſhing 
expreſſion-!——And then Signor Staccato's excoution f 

What enchanting tones !—what a — forte ha 

tender piano !' and ſuch amazing atufag © 
eee the i 

ment. Fm 
e Their merit t indeed {ts ies ali 
ordinary, to come in ee degree of compariſon Wich | 
their inſolence. PR 


Sep. Inſolence! your Laarip knows they are it 


capa le of it, 


Fes n with. 3 Madam. Has. not ee 
Vor. Il | Ee 
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more than once affronted the whole town ? Has not ſhe 
\ diſappointed them in the groſſeſt manner. —and refuſed 
to {ing even on the opera nights? 
f hi Fas Accident and indiſpoſition. Vai amanti, &e. 
[ Humming.a tune with affected indifference. 
„. Sr." Aud has not Signor Staccato laid by the 
2 . 
£ Sap. Ravi concerto! 
. Ser. And eee Yeh 42g APR 
1 cCheſtra into diſorder and confuſion? 


Sap. Reſentment, and great provocation !—La, la, 
la, la, &. [Humming. 
L. Scr. Nay; is it not notorious to e 
Madam, that their inſolence is owing merely to the great 
23 ement they have received, and that they depend 
entirely— 
Sep. Moderato! moderato! *. -Nome. en 
* in alt. 
I. Ser. In alt! Madam? _ 
Sen. Yes, in al. Give me leave to tell your La- 
Ay ſhip, that you have raiſed your voice a full octave 
fince you came into the room. But to no pur- 
. poſe—The director of the opera, and the opera itſelf, 
- ſhall ſuffer for it,—Signor Staccato and the Caprice ſhall 
. perform nowhere but in my houſe, and thoſe of a few 
other perſons of guito—Nay, we'll have a concert ur 
8 opera- night—every opera- night, Madam | 
L. Ser. Mighty well, Madam! : 
*. Which will demotiſh his entertainment LIPIY 
his ſubſcription. 
L. Scr. O, you may find deceived, Madam 
2 Ela, and thoſe of the nobility, who intereſt 
ves in this affair, are not without reſources —— 
"A foreign miniſters lady has ſent over for hands and 
- voices ſuperior to your friends, Madam. Beſides, Ma- 
dam, let me tell you, that Signora Trebletti is recovered 
"of her cold ; yes, Madam, Signora Trebletti is recovered 
of her cold—and we don't doubt of providing a moſt ex- 
| iſite opera, without the aſſiſtance of either Signor 
IT? to or the Caprice. 222 
Sb. Oh the tramontane exeature{—»But I'll not * 
5 


: 


— —— — — — — . 


I / : . — —— — —— — 
. 7 : 
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fer her to diſconcert the harmony of wy Ag v97 11h 
Here, Signor Rofini— 
Enter Roſin. * 


Give me the viol-di-gambo—a leſſon on the baſs will 
compoſe my mind T wnes the inſirument, and turns over 
ſeveral pieces of muſic. ]—Well, 1 declare now, this little 
Venetian ballad-tune, which Mr Maſk bas brought over 
with him, is ſet with an infinite deal of taſte — and there 
is a moſt ſprightly extravaganza in the words he has 
adapted to it. —— Signor Roſini, pleaſe to take the in- 
{trument—T'll go over this OO do you accompany 
me on the viol · di- gambo. 


8 0 N G. 
| Love's a ſweet and ſoft muſician; 
ny 
Plays on every on, 
>trikes the ſoul on ev'ry key. 


Deep deſpair now thrums Adagio, 
Lively hope now ſounds 1 
O the raviſhing tranſition ! | Wor erate s - 


Tweedle dum and tweedle dee. 


Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the man is below with the monica. 

Sep. The what? | 

__ 1 the name, Ma'am— but it is a ſet of 

es, that you beſpoke laſt week. 

—_—_ * the armonica. I am raviſhed to hear ĩt.— 
Bid the Monica come up. Poor fellow! And, d' ye 
hear— tell them to get every thing ready for 'a con- 
cert in the hall this morning——And, d'ye hear, 1 

am at home to nobody but Mr Maſk——And bid 
them lay the guittar and the viol d'amour on the harp- 
fichord——1I ſhall make uſe of them both. [C Exit Ser- 
vant. ]|—Signor Roſini, — will you be ſo good as to look 
over 5 ſoores and ſee that the inſtruments are in . 
—and every thing in order I expeR a virt bp. 
this ene judge of — 2 a2 
perfect maſter of the contra - punto So, pray be care - 
ful. [Exit Ron JI am aſtoniſhed; Mr Maſk i is not. 
come et — Well, I rr a charming creature—he... 

$-< Cc 2 


— 
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bits my uniſon to a miracle If he did but fing, he 


would be a moſt complete virtuoſo.—['Sings.]—1 pro- 
deſt | am quite in a voice to-day, —[ Sings ]—Lord, I 
wild he was here—— TI ſtiall abſolutely raviſh him. 


[Exit fnging. a 
M 37 28g, e 7 
Scene, Sophy”s Houſe. 
Enter Sophy and Maſk. 


| Sopby. \ FAY, now, I am ſure you flatter mee 


my ſtyle ſo truly Italian? Have I quite 
got rid of the horrid 'Englith cadence 7 
Mal. Let me die, Madam, if your whole converſa- 
tion and behaviour do not make me faney myſelf in |taly 


Ou. — 2 


5 \ * 

Sap. Well, I ſwear now, you are almoſt, the only 
creature ,one meets with in this barbarous country that 
has the leaſt taſte. — Our travelling gentry either_re- 
turn from the tour of Europe as mere Engliſh boors as 
they went—John | rot ftill—or come home at beſt mere 
French petit-maitres:—— But as to Italy, not one of 
them but Signor Maſquali—Mafguali how very ſoft 
and prettily that ſounds now ! ou muſt give me 

leave to call you Mafguali—inRead of plain Maſk —with 


a vile Engliſh-K'in it— + O fie—it might as well have 


been an X-- a' perſon that has any ear can't endure it. 


» 


Signora Lorenza at Florence, was the. very type of 


Mak. Maſquali !—The moſt beautiful refinement in 


the world ! But now I think of it, your name, Ma- 


dam, may admit of ſome-improvement too. Sophy is, 


to be ſure, the prettieſt of Engliſh names; yet it istoo 


near Molly. and _ and Bridget, and Alice, to di- 


ſtinguiſn you. What 5 
Hp I long to know What? 


* 


Mack. I would call you then—l am fre you'll like 


e binn. 


ye think 1 would wiſh to call you? 


op. The Sophini 1——1 am pleaſed with it prodi- 


S | 
3 ſweeteſt concetto !—The Sophini !, But 
pray, Signor—for I will call you Signor—was not you 


t amazing, 


* 


- 


charmed at che concerto laſt week ?!——The Caprice was 


THE MUSICAL LADY. | 3297 


, and great beyond expreſſion in the ſong of. 


— * Si * 
Mack. The ſtyle of that air was excellent. Re. 5 


matico -l remember. But pray; now, tell me truly, 
latin ber tenderly by the land dere there not ſome- 
ſtrokes of your compoſition in it ?!—-1 know all the 
virtuoſi conſult you on theſe occaſions —— I cub; Fr 1 
could diſcern your manner Come, confeſs 
ſure it was ſo. | 

Sep. Nay, now—pſſia—you r know that Ht abs „ 
and yet ¶ ſmiling and have an infi- 4 
nite deal of taſte - you have indeed I was always rec-- 
koned remarkable for the chromatico. [ Canceitodiy.— 

Marl. Denn e 
* me with it yourſelf. - 
ny 1 ſhall die if refule 

* Mask. ie i you me. 

Sap. Lard how 2 __ — ö 
langutſbing.I— Stay !—la-la- — Lord 
— = 8 a moſt terrible cold. — 


godro. 
Duri ne the ff n . 
D! Webel nes Ane e 


fp. And you really ehink it 2 | | 
3 , 
Mak. Delightfully !—cog amore,, Madam, and ways <0 I 


—©Q heavens}. 
. - Cop. O, you're too good to me—And' yet, ka, haf - 
—and yet. I hope it is a little better than- che. horrid) * 
Engliſh. ballad · ſin 

Mail. Eveliſh ballad finging fon the lee 
idea To hear a huge fellow, with a 1 horrible 
7 roaring out, « O er beef of I 

83. 
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Or a pale-fac'd chit of a when ſome country nei 

bour aſks her in — Hay Ma'am, could neigh 
vour us with © Go roſe !'?—No, Sir, not that, but ano- 
il you | pleaſe 3 and then begins ſcreaming, « If -- 
ve's a ſweet ” ſqualling to the ancient Bri- 
tis melody of bagpipe, the Welch harp, and the. 


l ha, hay had bnerible l Wird 3 
picture Engliſt taſte! b n people here are al 


n Engliſh catch, a Scotch 


dulcimer. 


Mast. Abſalute frag 
Jigg, and an Iriſh bowl, are all their ideas of harmony. 
—— Their voices are a ſcale of diſcord—Mukic oh-. 
muſic flouriſhes nowhere but in Italy.” 

Sep. O raviſhing Italy !——T'd give the world to be 
there Tis a heaven upon earth the land of 9 
vertù, and felicita. 

Mast. Oh, what would I give to have the april 
of. tranſporting ſo ineftimable a treaſure as the Sophini 
to, that region of taſte i Suffer me to renew the ſuit | 
I have fo often urged to | MS: . Days 7 
muſt let * thither. - 

Sop. a — prit now .. & 2 e 1 
d. 8 Such taſte ! ſych voice ! ſuch — Has. 


: | vens, Madam! you would be the admiration. of all the 


conoſcenti Nay, though a lady, I make no doubt 
ee PINT honours on the err 
ca. 


Sep. Lord !—1 a dow vu me quite into 
— or me ſake + pat , 

Mart. O fee me #t your feet Take nity va mel 

n yourſelf ! —— Confider my riſk of loſing you, 

by that horrid conntry-match I told you of !—Fly, O 
let us fly from this Bs and take wg | 
Ttaly—and permit your to attend y 
Faithful Gelbe _ | 422 

Saß. Let me beg, Sir— ts * 

Mark. Take him for - humble Gee, to b. 
the beauties of the p 


now 


. ohne you to the 


—— — — — — 


* 
* — 
* * Cc — a Sp. 
% — 
* * 


1, 
* 
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Sap. How ean you be fo— —© « 

Mart. Take him—TI won't ſhock your ear with the 
Engliſh ſound of huſband——but what is more ſoft and 
tender take him for your ſpoſo—your caro ſpoſo. 

Sep. Lord, this is fo firange !——But ftay, let me 1 
order Rofini to get the band in order You have not 
had the muſic I promiſed you this morning. 

Mark. Oh, I am too impatient to delay my ſupreme | 
happineſs on any conſideration. © We can have the muſie 

afterwards. 


i 
Sop. Aﬀterwards, Signor! AN? [ Someubat 1 
Mark. Ves, my dear Sophini, afterwards. And th 

you know, it may ſerve for a wedding · concert —— 4 

may have it by way of a concerto nuttiale—— What 

d'ye think of that? 

Sp A concerto nn Oh heavens, I am wanſ-" 
ported with the thought: To have the ſingular plea - 
fure of i choice my marriage with a paſticcio, made 
up of the choiceſt pieces of my ow compofition ! —— 
What could inſpire you wich 1 divine an imagination? , 
The very idea abſolutely oyercs mes me. 

Mark. And you conſent to ads me h appy—Oöme 1 
then, my ſoul is on the wing Let us way this i in- 
ſtant! _ * 
So. What can I do?: Wel —-Haſter e 

is ſomething ſo tender ſo affettuoſo in ybur manner! 

O you wicked creature !— I. wiſh I could refuſe ou. 
Mask. Q the muſic of that ſound 0 cara, cara!” 

Kiſſing her band. 
op. But on conſticn that we go directly to Italy. 

Ma,. Immediately. ' The ceremony may be | 
formed to-day—this hour—and we may leave Engla — 
to-morrow. © Oh, with what pleaſure do I change my 
ſtate, and leave this barharous country, to attend the 

hini to Ttaly! © © 
Farewel, Old En gland! liberty ! et tutto?'- 19 
Hail, . aner and * ben venuto! 
e 


Gs V7 


” 
_ „ ad 


_ * 


Scent changes to the Temple walks. 
| _ © Enter Old Maſk. | 


Mak. So—ſo—ſo!. W cheated, impoſed on 
fooled and bamboozled by an ungracious of a ſon! 
—a.y knave ! with his letters about. argu- 
ments at Weſtminſter, and trials at Guildhall—and his 
ſtories of circuits and ſeſſions—and his jargon from 
Plowden and Coke.—Odd's-my-life !—I am in ſuch a. 
paſſion, I could knock down every man I meet with for 


very anger. 


Enter Freeman. 
| Free. Bleſs me is not that old Mr Maſk ? - Your - 
| 2 — Sir; you're welcome to town. 

0. Mast. O your ſervant, Sir; your moſt humble 
ſervant !—— So your friend George is ruined, I find 
George,  Sir—— your old e and en felow——- 
George is undone. 72 5 

Free. — forbid l | 

* Mai, What !. you know nothing of. the matter, 

—jodre. not. acquainted with the pranks. he has 

* K. — to be ſure Here have been rare 
doings}. fine ſtudies at the Temple l——A new abridge-- 
ment of the law! 

Free. So all's out, I find. ——Pleaſe to explain, Sir, 
Hom: 2au. nen been at hie cham- 

4 


0. Maul. Chambers! chambers, P ye call them! 
. Kennels,, dog - holes. I purchaſed im a ada 
ſet of chambers in King's-Bench Walks, —as handſome 
as any in the Temple—ay, and furniſhed-them:as hand- 
ſomely. — the young — — 1 find: ons | 
and where ?—why, into a b 12 corner 


the Inng of Court, up four pair of to a couple. 
of vile clving garrets, where I could ſcarce ſtand up- 


right, or find a chair to fit down—with a-worſe ſmell 
than the aol, — and a beautiful proſpeR: into 
White Friars. — then his ſtudy! A hundred 

and fifty pounds worth of law-books—I gave him—all. 
neatly bound in white calf-ſkin, — The deuce 
. a Inw-book has he in the world but Lindaton's Tenures: 
in daodecimo, and the Game-laws ſewed in hlue — 
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which, with an odd volume of Triſtram Shandy, ſome 
looſe pamphlets and newſpapers, and fix or ſeven ſhelves + | 
of empty bottles, make up the whole of his library— 
An extravagant profligate! | 

Free. Ha, ha, ha! ſee, Sir, you Yard ka 
an exaQ inventory of his effects. But this is nothing. 
—— Almoſt every young fellow falls into diſtreſſes one 
time or other. —An over-provideat father makes a pro- 
digal ſon.—You kept him too bare of r AN aged did | 
indeed, Sir.. 

.0. M. Money! did not I give him s vrofeſſion ? 4 
did not I put him to the law? Odd's-my-life! the 
riches that by pains and en he en 8 
by his profeſſion-——- 

Free. His profeſſion ! ha, ha, ha! that's incom 
rable His profeſſion !—Ah, my dear. Sir, the pro 7% 
ſion and he will never be a whit the better for each other. 
Ihe law is a noble ſtudy, it is Le ONER by _ 
ral learned and worthy men. E 

A ſure road to wealth aud rment. 

ce, Very true, Sir—but your ſon could as ſoon 
being himſelf to take a parſe' upon the road, as follow 
the road to riches which you have chalked out for him! 

« 0. M. Never tell me I know, that, with his ta- 
© lents, he might have done what he pleaſed. George 
* has lively parts — An abandoned rofl te to 
ruin himſelf— And was always a 2 d—a keen 

« —ſhrewd young rogue! A fool to throw himſelf 
away — und might have got into practice and high te- 
« putation, and made à fortune by his profeſſion. 

Free Never! Take my word fot it. It is not his 
turn not in the leaſt his talent Diametrically o a 
* fite to his genius and diſpoſition.— Lively parts !-a fine 
notion !—as if, becauſe he can diſtinguiſh black from 
© white, he ſhould be àble to confound black and whe | 
* with each other.” 

0. Maul. He has ruihed himſelf by his 2 and 
extravagance.” Ah, what a proſpect has he loſt ! - Had 
he ſtuck to his ſtudies; and made a figure at the bar, we 
might have got him a ſeat in parltiament—and then of © 
courſe a filk gown and then, by degrees, the ſolicitor- 
N then the 2 -geheralſhip, add 


bY then 


0 
= 
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then a ** chief - juſtice —and then—odd's-my- 
lie—be might hare been as great a man as my Lo 


. Oh rare! there's the true logie of every fa- 
ther in the ki There is not a country farmer 
who fends his fon a ſervitor to the univerſity, but what 
promiſes himſelf the honour of lamn-leeyes in his fa 


Fo: - 
0. Mask. wen — well, it does not ſignify talking. — 
Ill never acknowledge him as long as I live. Neglect 
bis ſtudies! his goods ſeized ! over head and cars in 
debt !—a wretch, a vagabond, a prodigal! —— 

Free. Oh, moderate your 3 he is in di- 
ſtreſs, you'll relieve him; if he has any debts, you'll 

pay them—and then all's well again. 

FD. Mack. Me! I'll not advance a penny—let him go 

to him ftarve—T'll never ſee his face again. 
rer. You will, I am fure. | 

- 56 "Mark. Never—}'ll difinherit him I won't leave 
him a groat—T'll cut him off with a 00097 . 
- ruined for ever. 

Free. He'll make his fortune. 

O. Mak. He's undone ! 

Free. He's made for ever! 

O. Mak. He'll be hang'd. 
Fete. He's married. 

O. Mack. Who! what! when ! where ! how! 

Free, He's married. 

- 0. Mask. Married! to whom? | 

Free. To a lady of fortune —rich, young, and hand- 
ſome — A girl worth thaty thouſan@ in dard moneys 
* 155 4. Wha George? 

0. Mas t! 

Free. Yes, George ! 

0. Mark, George married !—when ? 

Free. Within this half hour. | 

O. A=. To thirty thouſand ? 

Free. And better. 
0. Maik. Indeed wen ſaid, George, Pfaith —He's 
a fine boy—1I knew he would do——He was always an 
arch rogue— But how d'ye know? 


Reade equa! ny own. 
ſervants.” 
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ſervants to me with the intelligence chariot can 
ried them to church. 


0. Aan, Excellent Hes a mart flown if leave 
- him crap funky; have in the world. I Il ſettle—But 


who is this lady? Where does ſhe live? 
Free. If you pleaſes Sir—I'll coadadt.you to the 

houſe— we may arrive there before their ware 
| —and he ib hall preſent you with your fir daughter-i 
law as a peace - offering. 

O. Ma. Come along then.—It ſhall go hard but I'll 
dance at the young rogue's wedding. I'll ſettle fire 
hundred a- year on the firſt boy. Did not I tell you 
he was a ſmart lad, and wou'd ho ineks world 
Odd's- my · life — ſtrip him ſtark- naked, and throw him 


into the ſea, he would riſe up again with a ſword and 


bag · wig. | [LExcunt. 
8 banges to the Hall at Sophy's.—M; 
— — 2 bs for — 2 


* Roſ. Come, are the ee all eight? aſs you oll 
© ready in your parts? 
© Sing. I'm afraid we're not quite perfect in this 
© ſtrange Trio which Mr Nat has left h us 
* Strange Trio, P ye call it l Tat me fee— 
[Read the paper. 
And alſo, nor, e 6 
« For, becauſe, or either; , 
© But, that, although, therefore, 
«© If, yet, unleſs, w * 
Very pretty words, and extremely muſical — 
you run them over — you'll — . 
: 9 8 With all my heart. 
A 1 O. 
« Mufic by Mr Battiſhyll. 
* And, alſo, nor, neither, | 
For, becauſe, or, either, 


But, that, although, therefore, 
II, yet, a, wherfore 


( 
0 
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ard the end of the Song, enter Old Maſk and Free- 


„O. Mart. Odd's-my-life ! a dery handſome £27 0 
What 8 ade. ourd of plate in the parlour 
* 6 one. 1 find hi agreeable 
2 ee. „ Ol, you every t to 
+: your wiſhes.and the account I have 8 
* {44 0: Maſh. But is ſhie i 18 + ſo muſical, d' ye ſay ? «\ 
Free. Hiſt! they're here Let us retire a while, 
ad? Futur Mail and Sophy. 
. Di due belle alme amanti, Ge. [S Singię. 
Free. (advanting:) How now, Maſk ? May we give 
you joy? You're married, I hope. 
Mart. Ay, ay—falt 3 Freeman. 
x Soe. O > eo Acrary in a filthychurch without an or - 
gan in it But, Signor Maſquali, d'ye know that 
tleman? [Seeing Old Maſk, who advances. 
Marl. Ny father 1— 1. carry it through boldly, 
— 2 You ſee, my dear, I told you he 
would be in town. Te Sophy. ] This is a pleaſure I 
1 had not flatter'd myſelf in the expectation of ——Give 
144 me leave, Sir, to preſent you with this Iady—whom I 
have juſt now had the — to make my why. and 
your daughter. 
. 0, Mart. Madam, 1 give you joy—and my fon 3 joy— 
and myſelf joy I hve heard of 3; your pranks, George; 
and if you had not overcome me with this agreeable ſur- 
| priſe—odd s-my-life, I ſhould have taken you ſoundly. to 
© taſk, I can tell you. [Apart to Maſk, 
4 Sep. Well, I proteſt, [ark glad do fee o much good 
23 company. have a concerto ready—you will be ra- 
| viſhed with it—all the airs are of my own compoſition. 
0. Math A coneert!—With mean Ma' am, a 
good eountry- dance would make us a thouſand times 
merrier.— Odd's-my- life! give me Lot: a lively part- 
ner, and I'll croſs over, in, and right hand 
and left, till fix. in the eee de roll, _ roll. 
; inging a dance- tune. 
Sep. O monſtrous! Signor Aale d'ye hear? Is 
nega? a father « of your's, and have ſo 
O. Mack. His father! Yes, Madam, and you'll * 
1 25 


8 —— te — Tc 
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him his father's own ſon, I bdieve—A chip of the old 


_ I promiſe you. 
— Oh, he's the very abſtract of vertu 


Fark, Yes, yee—George has virtue enough, for chat 
— 


Sap. Verti—guſto—mufical taſte, Sir! 

O Ma. What, George? 

Sap. A complete conoſcente , | 

O Mak. My ſon? 8 

Sop. A moſt excellent * of Niyle 22 compo 
HON, 

O. Mask. He! 

Sap. And a perſon of the niceſt ear in the world. 

0. Mast. O dear, O dear, O dear! What, has the 
dere rogue made you believe that he nnn. mu- 

c? 

Sep. Oh, Sir, I am not eaſily deceived i in thoſe per 
ticulars. [ Conceitedly. 
0. Mark. A fly dog !——He was always an arch 
9 ha, ha, ha l—— Why, this is all a bam, 
Madam! ] | 


Sop. A bam, Sir !— What d'ye mean? | 

0. Masi. The young rogue play'd on us both, 
Ma'am. —Tafte ! he knows no more of vertu, as you 
call it, than I find he does of the law.—A fly dog 
Muſic ?—— He !—Why, he has no notion of a tune 
beyond Derry. down, or the hundredth pſalm.—As to 
finging, he has no more muſical notes in his voice _ 
a cuckow And the ear is, I believe, the laſt Ea 
the human frame by which he would chooſe to he diſ- 
tinguiſned. 

© Sop. Nay, now, Sir, you carry your raillery 100 
© far, I am too acquainted with his accompliſh- 
© ments. Don't I know that he mixt with all the vir- 
* tuoſi in Italy ?—Does not he abominate filthy Engliſh, 
© and idolize dear Italian ?!— And is not bez juſt re- 


N the object of D 
6 e 
0. M. Rome! George been at Rome !—What, has 
© he perſuaded you into that too? ha, ha, ha, ha — 
An arch dog [Laughing heartily. ] —Why, Ma'am, 
+ he neviy wes ou _ of ngland in his life. He knows 
Vor. II. Ff no 
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20 mare of Rome than the Pape dors of my ſeat in 
© Wiltſhire. 


Sap. How! -*. * 
O Mark. And as to Ttalan, he's not zequainted with 
twenty words of the language: 
© Sop.. 4 | 
0. Mack. I tell you, Ma'am, again und agen, "tis 
© all a bam upon is an arch rogue, and 
© has been too hard for us ha, ha, ha! 
©'[ Maſk wvinks, and ma I oking me 
ng to me 


F At, what bonikes your winking and 
e And do! firrah ? 2 Se 
_ oy © [To Maſk, 
" "Mach. Ou 


„upon W Before | 
as I faw it pl fed you, 125 dontent to ſeem an Ita - 


— aon, — you thdll find me aà true Bri- 
ak Lock 5. thize1—did not L tell yon le- 


5 55. don, Sie, T ſee you are In jeſt—for I'm 
convinc'd t r Maſquali— 

Mast. Maſ & 1—Maſk—Maſk is my name, my 
dear !—and your name too—thaiiks to the 
Sep. Maſk !—I ſhall never bear to be Ma 
Mrs Mail 1— uch an enmubca "appellation |—T ſhall 
ever cndure it. 

Mak. dd png and a 
great deal more too, 


dy , 6 14 . Sig or. —Mr — 
ik 'Odd's: my life! bel fret her guts to fiddle 
nr? And you are really no rittuoſo? not # perſon of 

Mart Mat. In nothing, Madam, but in my paffon for 


you r een one coſe 


"at . 


* C3 * 99 8 = 7 
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tion, however—and that a great one—] ſhall have the 
aſure of 9 your taſte myſelf—and' as a good 


eſſon— I'll have concerto et D 
Where are all my people? ere, Roſinĩi! Ca 
Scrapelli | — [0a alling the Fog 


- 0. Maik. my-life, the 1 kennel !——Sil- 

= and Trueman! Sweetlips and Dido © : 
Sep. Ah, Tramontani! what horrible diſcord ! no- 
this but the performance of my concerto — 

Mak. Come, come, my dear 75. well have no. 
concerto—nothing Italian We'll celebrate our nuptials 
after the old En faſhion— — pa 

Sop. What! | 

Marl. Vai ee five guineas to the bell-ringers. ; 

So. Horri 
Mast. All the an — to- bed. 


128 

as And to-morrow morning, my ſhall 
ennie and the true Briti — 
of marrow- bones and clea vers. 


Sop. Barbarous and horrible! Is this the Aﬀatuels, 
Maſquali? Is this the tender Spoſo.?. © 

Mazk. Engliſh, my dear Sophy ; ſpeak Engliſh, for 
Heaven's ſake ! I can converſe Ns other tos ; 

- Sop. How am I deceived and impoſed on . And 
don't youintend to carry me to Italy? 

| Mark. To Italy! ridiculous ! No, no, my love; we'll 
ſtay here, in the comfortable enjoyment of beef, liberty, 
and Old E d. 

© Sop. Dilappointed in every ching! deluded, cajo-. 
ER wheedled into a marriage with a horrid. 
En , 

Mark: Have a care, ; no hard words to 
© lord and huſband, Wy N 

Sep. Huſband ! I ſhall faint. at the und. 

© Free. Have patience, Madam, and reconcile vour- 
* ſelf to your ſituation. To beau d out of one's fol- 
© lies, is * the, beſt and moſt agreea le method of being 
"0. Meck. Ode's:my life, dang 

ark. Odd's- my- ter !—T have a right 
to call you daughter nows—down on your 42 
thank heaven that you 1 ſuch an eſcape. W 
2 X 
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it was a thouſand to one but what you had married a 
fiddler—You have met with one of the archeſt young 
. rogues in the world. I'll anſwer for it, that his fortune 
ſhall be little inferior to your awn—and I warrant, that 
he will make the beſt of huſbands. | 
Sep. Beſt of huſbands indeed! and deny me the en- 
joyment of muſic and vertu: | 
Mast. That, my deareſt Sophy, ſhall be almoſt the 
only thing I will deny you. And you will thank me 
- hereafter for oppoſing a foible, which eclipſed your 
ſenſe, and ſerved only to make you ridiculous. Nay, 
more; to convince you that I can endure the ſound of 
an inſtrument, d6 but defer your concert till the eve- 
ning, you fhall invite what company you pleaſe, and my 
father may be indulged with his country-dance after- 
wards into the bargain. dre 5 
0. Mast. Aﬀterwards!—We'll have a dance now 
Away with your muſic- ſtands and big- bellied baſs- 
© vigls, and let the fiddles firike. up here, and call in 
your ſingers to go down the dance with us. 
Mast. With all my theart—But I have more won- 
ders for you. e 
. © Sop. What d'ye mean? 4 | 
* Mack. I'll ſhow you'—Rofini ! Ry 
[ To Roſin, who advances. 


RY Signor! ELIE 
ark. Signor !-—don't Signor me, puppy. Sophy, 
do you know this gentleman 7 ö 
Sep. Nobody better z—it is Signor Roſini.. 
Mail. See nowſ how eaſy it is to impoſe on you. 
e is as great a cheat as myſelf. This is no Signor 
Rofini, but honeſt Jack Roſin, from Comus's court; 
Done of the choice ſpirits —the chief leader in all my 
concertos, and by my direction he crept into your pay 


as Signor Roſini. | | 

| Sop. Indeed! I muſt fairly own, that this laſt circum- 
ſtance mortifies me, and makes me more aſhamed of my 
muſical attachment than all the reſt. —To be duped by 
Mr Roſin, is too palpable a weakneſs not to be repented! 
But now, Sir, if I conſent to lower my note, (to make 


uſe of a muſical phraſe once more), may I not hope that 


you will lower your note too ? | 
a NOD. a Mak. 


— 
—_ 


THE MUSICAL LADY. zar 
Mask., In every particular that does hurt 50h 
fortune, or injure your character, you ſhall find me the 
tendereſt and moſt compliant of huſbands. And now, 
Sophy, do but cheerfully reſign this one foible, we 
ſhall be the happieſt couple in Great Britain. And 
though has. ſome little, dif een us at 
en agree for the future tops gu nd 
treble. And give me leave to congratulate you, that 
inſtead of Signor Masgy ati, yon have got honeſt. 

GrorGe Mask. JEET, | 
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covent - Gar den. Edinbureb, 1782. 
Mr Legg. Mr Taylor, 


Mrs Stevens. Mrs Mountfort, 
Mr Mattocks. Mr Marſhall. 
Mr Dunſtall. Mr Halliou. 


MO RAT 4 L. 


Midas, Mr Shuter. Mr Johnſon. 

Dam etas, Mr Barnſhaw. Mr Tanzet. 

Sileno, Mr Baker, Mr Charteris. 

Myſfis, Mrs Thompſon. Mrs Charteris. 

Dat bue, Mrs Baker. Mrs Jackfon, 

Nyſa, Mrs Mattocks. Miſs . 

sern, Firſt on Mount pus, afterwards on the Paſtures 
of Lydia," ' ; 
£0 DER tl 


The eurtain rifing, diſcovers the Heathen Deitiet, ſeated 
amidſi the clouds, in full council : they addreſ; Jupiter 
in chorus, accompanied by all the inſtruments. 


| Chorus of all the Gad. 
OVE, in his chair, 
Of the ſky Lord May'r 5 


- With 


With his nods et bn . 11 
Men and Gods | wx 
Keeps in awe ; - ONION" Dt 
When he winks, n 
Heaven ſhrinks; | 
When he ſpe 
Hell ſq [/2: 
(Earth's Ns ble wa 
Cock of the ſch3ol 
He bears deſpotic rule; 
His word, 
Tho' abſurd, 
Muſt be law. 
11 
Tho' ſo great, 
Muſt not prate; 
His bald pate 
—— would cuff, 
e's ſo bluff, 
For a ſtraw. 
Cow'd deities, 
Like mice in cheeſe, 
To ſtir mult ceaſe, PR) og 
Or gnaw. . 


Jußp. (Ting. ) Immortals, you have _—_ your plain] 


tive ſov'reign, 

And culprit Sol's high crimes. Shall we e who govern, 
Brook ſpies upon us? Shall Apollo trample 
On our commands? We'll make him an example. 


As for you, Juno, curb your prying. temper, or 


We'll make you, to your coſt, now——we're your em- - 


peror 
Jus. I'll take the law, (to Jupiter: ) My proctor, with 
a ſummons, 
Shall cite you, Sir, tappear at Doctors Commons. 
Jap. Let him — but firſt I'll chaſe from heaven yan 


varlet. 


Jon, What! for detecting you and your vile harlot! 


My 

Think not, lewd Jove, | 

Thus to wrong my chaſte love; a 
For 
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For, ſpite of your rakehelly godhead, 
By day and by night, 
Juno will have her right, 
Nor be of dues nuptial defranded: 


I'll _ the haunts 152 
Of your female gallants ; 7 
In vain you in darknefs idols them 
Your favourite jades, MM 
Il plunge to th ſhades, | 
Or into cows — ©'ES chem. 


2 p. Peace, termagant I ſwear by Styx, our thunder 
Shall hurl him to the uur. never bo 
I've ſworn it, — 
Apollo. Hold, hold, have patieneey - Y 
Papa No bowels for your own relations?! 


Be SINE”, oy 
by your friends advis' 

Too harſh, too haſty Jad! 
Maugre your bolts; and wile heady. 


The world will think you md. 


What worſe can Bacchus teach men, . 
His _—_ bucks, when drunk, 


Than break lamps, beat watchien, 1 
And ftagger to ſome punk. e 


N Tou faucy ſeoundrel.—chere, Sir—Come Pite 


; order, 

Down Plicebus; Swi 40 wht we'll hear no farther. 
Roll, thunders, roll; blue lightvings-flafh about him; 
Nr Ea 


15 2 lightning... Jupiter darts 4 belt at him, . 


Jupiter re-aſumes his.} thrones, and the. 


WIS ers nm Os: 
Iuee in bis chai, Ke. 


ane 
= „ 
SCENE. 
8 


= o 
4 4 = — | . . 
RACE - - — » 3 «Y w > + 
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Scenr, A ohampaign country with a diſtunt village ; 
violent florm of thunder and lightning. A ſhepherd 
ſleeping in the field is rouſed by it, and runs away 
frighted, leaving his cloak, bat, and guittar, behind 
him. Apollo 2 caſt from heaven) falls to the earth, 
auith a rude ſhock, and lies for a while ſtunn d: at 
length he begins to move, riſes, advances, and, looking © 
forward, ſpeaks. After which, enters to him Sileno. 


Avol. Zooks, what a cruſh! a pretty decent tumble! 
Kind uſage, Mr Jove—ſweet Sir, your humble. 
Well, down 2 bones broke though ſore pep- 
per'd ! We. a7 
Here doom'd to ſtay.— What can I do ?—turn ſhepherd. 
SIP" Puts on the cloak, &c- 
A lucky thought.— In this diſguiſe, Apollo 
No more, but Pol the. ſwain, — flock I'll follow. 
Nor. doubt I, with my voice, guittar, and perſon,- 
Among the nymphs to kick up ſome dixerſion. 
Sileno. 2 have we here? a ſightly clown !—and 
| > 1 1 | 
Hum—plays, I ſee, upon the hurdy-gurdy. 
Seems out of place—a ftranger—all in tatters; 
I'll hire him—he'll divert my wife and daughters. 
— Whence, and what art thou, boy? 7D 
Pol. An orphan lad, Sirr oe 
Pol is my name—a ſhepherd once my dad, Sir, 
I th* upper parts here though not born to ſerving, 
I'll now take on, for faith I'm, almoſt ſtarving... . 1, _ 
Sil. You've drawn a prize i“ the Bere y, ee 
Why—I'm the maſter you could beſt apply too. 


Since you mean to hire for ſervice, 
Come with me, jolly dog; 
Vou can help to billy — bree, 
Tend the ſheep, and feed the hog- 


Fa la la. 58 


With three crowns, ndi es, PRA, 
You ſhall daintily beta FOR 
Bacon, beans, ſalt beef, cabbages, 
+ Butter-milk, and oaten-bread. 
Fa la la. a7 


| 7 N 0 „ = ws 
| Come 


* 


— 
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Come, ftrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
When we get ou once at home; 
And when daily s over, 
We'll all dance to your ſtrum en, 
Fa la la. 


Pol. I rike hands, I take your offer * 8 Wy 
Farther on I may fare worle ; 
 Zooks, I can no longer ſuffer 


Hungen — * empty purſe. 


S. Do, — ls 'tis kind T offer. 
Pol. I ſtrike hands, and take your offer, 
Sil. Farther ſeeking you'll fare worſe, 
Pu. Farther on may fare worſe. 
Sil. Pity ſuch a lad thould ſuffer, 
on * I can; no longer ſuffer, 
angry. guts and empty purſe, 
"J: Fr guts nk. empty purſe. 
N Exeunt, dancing and ſinging. 
5 Scan, Silens?, Farm-bouſe.. | 
Dapb. 73 Nyſa, how” goes on Squire 2 court 
N / Your fer Dana, pimp to his great wor- 


Brought . Ben him a purſe;—but the-conditians—. ö 


e cur'd him, I believe, of fuch commiſſions. 
n This muſt blaſt him with 


If Right. —— ue toge 


Berz. Ha, ha, ka La ha "a TI 
My/. 1 what mare s neſt's found: For 


er grinning: | 
Ye rantipotes-240% thus ye mind your ſpinning ? 
A I R n 
Girls are known © © © 
To miſchief prone, :; 9 1 
If ever they be idle. 
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Who would rar 
Two daughters fair, 
Muſt hold a Randy bridle 1, 
For here they flup, 1 0 
And there they trip, - 
And this and that ny le. | * 
| Poor lp je, 
| er men are eas, 
They flirt pell - mell, | 
1 T0 train to ſwll, 
0 coxcomb, caxcomb * 3 
Ee ev ry ry fag, 
ey re A 
2 - fet — dn. 
Enter Sileno introducing Pl. 
Sil. Now, _ and girlo, no more let's hear . 
m 
At too has toilz—1 chancꝰd, it now, to ſtumble N 
On this ſtout drudge and hird kim — fit for labour. . 


To'm lad— then — can lay, and 71 and aper. 
. Fine rubbiſh a de ſtrolling thrum« 
mer! 


What art thou good for ? ſpeak, thou god rg, 


In Pol. 
Nyſ. Mother, for hame— 
My/. Peace, ſaucebon, or e, you. 
Pol. Goody, my ſtrength and parts 9 


For his and your work, I am briſt and handy. 
Daph. A ſad cheat elſe — 


My/. What, You, you jack-a:llandy ? 
Pra goody, pleaſctomoderate therancourofyourtongue: 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of-fury from yout eyes 
Remember, when 2 the Taha, 
A ſtranger why — 5 10 Oy 
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Off, blaſt me 
n 


Myſ. Sirrah, this inſolence deſerves a drubbing. 
Ny/. With what ſweet temper he bears all her ſnub- 


bing ! Aſide. 
Sil. Oons, ub ee wer- boy, TE — 
dinner. t P 


Sil. Fye, wh ſo eroſſgrain'd to a u df oh 
Ny/. $o modeſt 4; ok 

Daph. So genteel ! ES | 

Sil. Not pert nor lumpiſh. e Myſ. 
My. Wou'd he were hang'd ! | 

Ny/. and Daph. La, | nn Sy fo frumpiſh ? 


N. Mamma, how can you be ſo ill - natur'd, 
the gentle, handſome. ſwain ? 
_ Daph. Toa a lad, fo limb'd, fo featur'd, WL 
Baure tis cruel to give pain. | 858 
- , Sure tis cruel, &c. 

My: Girls, for you my fears perplex me, 

m alarm'd on your account. | 
Sil. Wife, in vain you teaſe and vex me, 

I wil 1 depend en t. | 
* Ah, ah! 

—_—T \ 

72 Mamma, how can you be ſo ill natur'd, a 
Daph. F Ah, ah, to a lad ſo limb'd and featur dꝰ 

NV 2 To the gentle, handivine ſwain; | 
Bass. Sure tis cruel to give pain; 
M/ Sure tis cruel to give pain, | 
Daph. S To the gentle, handſome ſwain. 
My. Girls, for you my fears perplex me; 

Pm alarm'd on your account. 5 

Sil. Wife, in vain you teaſe and vex me; 


. how can = be ſo ill. natur- d, 
you muſt not be ſo ill-natur'd ; 
ar a 1 lad ſo limb'd, ſo — 2 


Kees 
wok. 


XI DA. =. 
Da sb. To the gentle handene fia. 
' Ai He's a gentle handſome ſwain, rol with 
Sure tis eruel to give pain ve _ 
"Tis my pleaſure to give pain, 
. Sure tis cruel to give pain, . eee 
doe 4 Fentle, handſome fwan. 
To the gentle, handſome ſwain, "RIP, 
To your odious, fax rite ſwain. LExcunt. 


3 Batt 1 Midas ens Dametas. - 
Mid. Ng, you ſay, refus d the gui 
Dam. Ah, W. N ante 5 * any W 


Dam. mm 8 — Ja = 
Mid. As for Madam, II Me hae. 

Some favoured lout in cog our bliſs oppoſes. | 
Dam. Aye, -Pol, the hind, puts out of Joint our noſes. 


Mid. I've heard of that Po Paſs tricks, of his Oy tam: 


To fling wr Pity by Pn fn Nom ae 
| 2 e 
Where is old Pan? : | 

Dam. Tiplin 8. Bir, at the ale - houſe· 

Mid. Run, fetch him—we ſhall hit on . 
To rout this Fol. f 14 dient. 
Dam. 19; (going, returns). Sir, your obedient. 


Mid. Whas boots my being * ſquire, 2 255 * 
_ © _ Juſtice of peace n n 
hackt endes Kaight o th ſhire, 
And cuſtos rotulorum;;. INF 
If faucy little Nyſa's heart rebellious,” 
My Iquireſhip flights, and hankers aſterſelows? 
AI Kku% 
Shall a clown, not fit to wipe my Haas, 
my. amours to croſs ? | 
Shall a peaſant minx, when Juſtice Midas wooes, | 
1 8 him toſs ? = 
o: I' kidnap—then poſſeſs Fa 
II ſell her Poll a ſlave, get mundungus in , 
Vor. II. G g 80 


3 50 MIDAS. 
7 to the height of N 


love and my reven 


dee 1h he: +, > £5 [ Bri 


Scene, Pan is diſcovered ſitting at a table, with a fan- 
2 pipes and tobacco, before bim 5 bis * "y 
MP Ms 


8 een 5 
Jupiter wenches and drinks, 
_- Herules the roaſt in the ky; 
Yet he's a fool if he thinks; | 
That he's as happy as I: 
Juno rates him, 
* ow tes him, ol 
nd leads his highneſs a w e; 
I have my laſs, | ry | 
And my glaſs, 
And ſtroll a bachelor 1 merry life, 
Let him fluſter, _ 
And bluſter, 155 
Vet cringe to his harridan's Furbelow 3 z- 
To my fair tulips, 
I glue lips, 
And clink the cannikin here below. 


Enter Damætas, F 
Dam, Ther * the old ſoaker—his pate troubling 
it 
How the world wags, ſo he gets drink and vittle.— 
Hoa, maſter Pan—Gad, you've tiod on a thiſtle ! 
* You may pack up your all, Sir, and go whiſtle. 
The wenches have turn'd Su yon buck-ranter : 
Tickled by his guittar—they ſcorn your chanter. 


A FF: 
7 Al around the maypole how they trot, 


Hot 


Pot 
And 2 ale have got: 
outing, 
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Fleering, - : * 
& . Jeering, 
ö And what not. 
There is old Sileno friſks like a mad 


1 | ; + Old: 
| To ſee us fad ; 
- Cap'ring, | 
 . Vap'ringz 
While Pol ſcraping, 


Coaxes 


I be laſſes 
As he did the dad. 


5 Enter Myſis. 

NM O Pan the devil to pay—both my ſluts frantic, 
Both in their tantrums, for yon cap ring antic. : 
But I'll go ſeek em — if I find em, 
I' drive em as if Old Nick were behind em. 


(eing. 
Pan 2 flounce : 
e 
Pol we — — rr 
Midas is judge and jury. n 
e K 
My/. Sure I ſhall run with vexation diſtracted, 
8 To ſee my es thus counterated 1 = 
This way or that way, or which way ſoever, 
All things run contrary to my endeavour. 
Daughters projecting 
Their ruin and ſhame; 
Fathers neglecting 
I be care of their fame; * 
Nurſing in boſom a treacherous viper; 
Here's a fine Gance —r 'tis he pays the piper. 
2 xeunt. 


Scene, 4 5 — and lawn near Sileno? F farms flocks gra- 
zing at a diſtance—a tender flow ſymphony. Daphne 
creſſes melancholic and filent ; Nyſa e. her. Then 

Daphne returns running. 


* 


25 89g 3. Meh 10 NI 


- 
- 


1 1 4 * 


3 1 5 © ho, is it ſo— ig Daphne 3 
HL: ug” the ws rack ge 
Shall m e her ſtir: he ſtumps. 
To alllker art Haunts, ũ T 
8 Like her ſhadow, Il folldw and watch her: : 
Abd, faith, NNE lee her. 
N=:4 d&F+!: 21 6D [ Retires. 


 Daph. 05 boy m heart 8 pit - a- pit! what 


ben ga fr Erin wb hows thin bomphin 
. R. - — * 
He's as ü a lad to ſee t 
As cer Be; in leather 
And, what's better, «he'll . Ay too, 
a 40 And to him PIt prove true blue. 8 OE 


Tho? my Gter caſth, hawk's JS. 
I defy what ſhe can doo 

| He o'erlook'd the little doxy, 
I'm the girl he means to woo.. 


Mid Ib wed ms Mit! 4 
Ifthe yr no doubt, * * da 
the youth prove true, PIl fit him; 
IF eu Ae —Tufßt him too. | 
vc 10181.) 1: ater Pol nn A 
.. Think of the n n en 
1 He's at your ſhoulder — fs | + 
r Derbe 
And, 7 * , £ 


my anguilh 
| Tg; bet a ten er Wan 
* you, will not let him lan 
e kind look would caſe 3 
Did you know the lad e. 
11 e . — 9 
T ong; o — ports—you | 


ves kk ſuch. an | oglio, 9 2 
be Of prtecoin ls 


_ 
* 
a. 


_ 


NI D A S. 


No damſel can reſiſt you 
Vour face ſo attractive, 3 
Limbs ſo ſupple and ative,  _ 
That by this light, 
F At the firſt ſight,  _ -- - 
I could have run and kiſs'd you. 
S 
If you ean caper as well as you modulate, 
With the addition of that pretty face, 


= 


Pan, who was held by our ſhepherds a god oflate, | 


Wil} be kick'd out, and you ſet in his place. 


His beard ſo frowſy, his geſtures fo aukward are, 
And his bagpipe has ſo ay) a drone, 

That if they find you, as I did, no backwarder, 
You may count on all the girls as your own. 


My. (/rom within.) Pol, Pol, make haſte, come 
Pol. Death, what a time to call! (hither. 


Oh, rot your old lungs of leather. 


B'ye, Daph. 
Daph. B'ye, Pol. | 
Enter Nyſa. 
M. Marry come up, forſooth! 
$'t me, you forward vixen, | 
You chooſe to play your tricks on? 
And could your liquoriſh tooth 
Find none but my ſweetheart to fix on? 
Daph. Marry come up again, | 
Indeed, my dirty coufin ! . 
Have you a right to ev'ry ſwain ? - 
Ny. Ay, though a dozen. 


Ee 


Daph. My minikin miſs, do you fancy that Pol 


Can ever be caught by an infant's dol? 


Ny. Can you, Miſs Maypole, ſuppoſe he will fall 


In love with the gianteſs of Guildhall? 


Daph. / Pi if. 
3 


oſſus itſelf. ; 


Both. You will lie till you're mouldy upon the ſhelf.” 

Daph. You ftump © th' gutter, you hop o my thumb, 
A huſband for you muſt from Lilliput come. 

. Gg3 N 


ö 1 


OY +. Tu tumble your = ny, een rer 
oY 3 " Miſs, aſſurance, | 


1 now—L 222 


| | Miſs, your airs, 
CT ©! e 
Yo eee 
, F re freedoms, ifs Nyfa, Yike 
| "Ii Dupe conceit * lower'd a peg. 
enn ane 39 Est 
n. bl 3 
| Rr 
- Rare ſport! 
aph. Dao,hewyourteeth, ſoitfire, do, but youcan't hite, 
NI. This 9 r 
3 1 chro 5 
Pride kurt, rg) 
1 4 0 T u. 
Wes | e FIR Sceve,. be | 5 
Enter Nyſa, followed by Midas. 
Mid. 1 t greſs, turn ;/may, wot — . 
/ Te DSe 66 © why. 04. FT, | 
little Nyſy, Gs - 2 0 I 8 
heart cy et 
Should be to Pol like tinder, 4 
| Burat up t“ a very einde? . 
Ny. * to my NN e F 
5 Firm as a rock, pon S NM. 
I ſcorn ck; WD $18.4; | 
e hl e e 0 n 
V — ien W l 
: Who have a wite — 
Mid. Ay, beende dagen and feln, 
And would n the favour 


Ny. 
Mid. 


Me 


5 


Would lit 


— — 
When my wife is laid in 
O how happy y ſhould I be, 


Na pig ith me! 4 
How I'd mumble her, * 
Toyze and tumble her, oof rt 
Would little: Nyſa pig with me! 


Young birds love are caught with cha, 

At your baſe ſcheme I laugh. d 
Yet take my vous 4 4 

[ would not iake your bond, Sirg— 


* 


No, nor th he whale er fond Sir. 
| (9 


k CORD OE 
. | Noa will 1 be 


left i the hunch; 


Ceaſe 


your bribes and whe 


Till I'm made a bride i? the ch 


r Baits and KF 
ehr 66 
152, e you've won u, . 

And undone us, 
Cloy'd you ſhyn us, 


41 ** 


Frowning on us, 
For our heedleſs Nabeg. [ Exit. 
Enter Pan; and Poly tfening..l 
Mig. Well, maſter Pol I'll tickle, - 
For him, at leaſt, I have a rod in r : 
When he's in limbo, 4 

Not thus our hoity toity miſs © 
Will tick ker wreath; ” 


Pas. So, ee ey, know your : 


* Why, Pu Di, this | this "Fol * bring down on 


„ 
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Pan. That were a feat indeed a feat to bra 
Mid. Let's home—we'll there concert it o'er a 


I'n make him ſkip—— 
Pan: —Azs St George did the dragon. 


| er "yy 

If into your hen-yard 
The treacherous reynard | 

Steals lily, your 1 to ravage'; 
With gun you attack him, 4 
With beagles you track him; 
All's fair to deſtroy the fell _—_ 
So Pol, who comes picking - 
Up my tender chicken, | 

No means do I ſcruple to baniſh; - 
With power I'll o'erbear him, 
With fraud I'll enſnare him, 

By hook or by crook he ſhall vaniſh, [ Exeurt. 


SCEnt, A Lawn before Midas Houfe. - 
| Enter Nyſa. 


Ny. Good lack ! what is come o'er me ? 
Daphne has ſtepp'd before me! py 
Envy and love devour me. 
Pol doats upon her phiz hard; 
"Tis that ſticks in my - 
Midas appears now twenty times more hideous. 
Ah, Nyſa, what reſource ! a-cloyfter. 
Death alive yet thither muſt I run, 
And turn a nun. 
_ Prodigious ! 


I 
In theſe greaſy old tatters 
His charms brighter ſhine; 
Then his guittar he amen 
But my ſiſter, 
1 he 3 her, 1b 
d me he paſs? 3 
I'm jealous WP 
k Of the fellows 3K 
| Bad taſte and blind eye. . 


Sckxx, 


) 
4% — * — — — 
64 1 Md — ” - a 
6 
r 
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u N 359 


| * Sceur, ' Midas, Parlour. 8 
Midas, r and Pan, in komfultatiam over a | large 
bowl of punch, "pipes and tobacco. : 
Mad. . Pan, your toaſt— Gow 3h 


Pan. Hee goes our noble um i ME. 
My}. Aid Pol's defeat — I'll — it in a hui. 
Mid. him, in every that whelp has 


sd us. 
g he's the devil himſelf — 
Pan Doctor Fauſtus. 
My. Ah, 1 Pan ads you but dor 
This Pol would ſoon bein a wretched pickle, 


Pan. You reaſon right—— | 
Mid. His toby I ſhall tickle. 5 — 
My/. Look, Squire, I've fold my butter x here its 
| price 1s 
At your command, do but this job for Mykis. / 
Count 'em—fix guineas and an old Jacobus, 
Keep, Pan, and ſhame that ſcape-; coram nobis. 
Mid. . tis your requ ARES = 
I this here ſtufff;; 
Atd e ber tine there ee. — * 
Truſt me III work his buff. En, 
At the muſical ſtruggle - 1 
* e a 5 22 51 n 
. My awa « $741 EO 


Blood, he tell fl his coun 
Pan. Well ſaid, my lad 
Mid. N 
I have ng head for bus neſs till Pre drunk hard... 
Pan. ee 5 


7 
W e Thad is ay i 8 
ell, come, let's take one bouze, 2 i 


1 to Ear 
Our 

eh part 0 our a 725 
* —— 


e 4 36 x 
N s > 3 
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AI X. 
Mid. Maſter Pol 

ä And his toll -de- roll - loll, | 
I'll buffet away from the «plain, Sir. 
Pan. And I'll aſſiſt f 

Your worſhi | 

With _ my might and main, Sir: 
N 2 And I'll have a thump, 

> Though he is fo plump, 
| And make ſuch a ren racket. 
Mil. PII bluff, 

Pan. Vl rough, 

M I'll hu | 

Mid. Tl cuff; ; uy 4 

Onm, And I'll warrant we pepper 

Mid. For all his cheats p 15 

' And wenchin feats, 


As 158 as Paul's,  » 


| Arraign'd he ſhall be, 
Of treaſon to me! 
Pan. And 1 with coy ry LN bs 
I'll ſwear, - 
My I'll tear. = es of es 
Omn. O rare ? 


——— papper his jacket 


Enter Sileno and Damætas, in warm 4 22 
Sil. My Daph a wife for thee; the ſquire's 
To the plantations ſooner would I ſend her. 
Dam. Sir, your goodwife approv'd my offers. 
Sil. Name her not, hag of Endor; 
What knew ſhe of thee but thy coffers ? 
Dam. And ſhall this ditch-born whelp, this jacka- 
By dint of congees and of ſcrapes —— apes, 
Sil. Theſe are thy flanders, and that canker'd 
Dam. A thing made up of pilfer'd rags—— 
Sil. Richer than thou with all thy brags 


Of flocks, and herds, and money-bags. 


AIR. 
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If a rival thy character draw, X 
In perfection he'll find out a flaw ; 
"With black he will paint, 
Make a de'il of a faint, ' 
And change to an owl a macaw. 
Dam. Can a father pretend to be wiſe, 
Who his friend's advice will deſpiſe ? 
Who, when — is mgh, 
Throws his ſpectacles by, 
And blinks through a green _ eyes 5 
Sil, You're an impudent pimp and a grub. 
Dam. You are fool'd by a beggarly ſcrub ; 
| Your betters you ſnub. 
Sil. Who will lend me a club, 
This infolent puppy to drub? 
Yowre an impudent pimp and a grub; 
Dam. Nou' re cajol'd by a beggarly ſerub, 
Sil, Who will rot in a powdering tub. 
Dam. Whom the prince of impoſtures J dub; ; 
Sil. A guinea for a club, | 
Dam. Your bald pate you'll rub, 
Sil. This muckworm to drub, . 
Dam. When you find that your eub -. 
Sil. Rub off, firrah, rub, firrah, rub, N 
Dam. Is debauch'd by a whipt ſyllabub. LExit. 


Enter Myſis, artended by Daphne and Nyſa. 
My/. Soh—you attend the trial——we ſhall drive 
Your vagabond hence 
Sil. I ſmoke your foul contrivance. 
Daph. Ah, Ny, our fate depends upon this iſſue— 
N / Daph, for your ſake my claim I here forego; 
And with your Pol much joy I with you. | 
Daph. 6 gemini ſay | thou me fo? 
Dear creature, let me kf you. 
Ny. Let's kneel, and — his ſtay; papa will back u _ 
Daph. Mamma will ſtorm. k | . 
Ny/. What then? ſhe can but whack us. | 


AIX. 


My/. Neer, 
1. Nee 


Can you leate her vs 
Sunk for ever Rieti t i A 


N Wrath diſarming, | 
* Daph. oft 
Ny/. He's ſo charming, 


With his foft lay: 


let him ſtay, 


Ay, 
Bath. He's drm ng. 


uts, are you loſt to ſhame? 
ife, wife, be more tam. 


_. Tis no 


Muſt I to: 


while a tongue 1 brandiſh, 
at] liſh N. * 


My/. This is madneſs ! Ss * 

W ON banits vs 

| I with gladneſs "NIE 

_— Cou' d fee him ſwing, g 
For his badneſs. | 3 


s, 


: 


ſuch thing. 


4m. Muſt Pan, refign to chis fop bisemployment?' | + 


him-yield of Daph. the enjoymen id 


fr 
. * — 


Dam. 


W1DAS. 


Dam. Midas muſt j eee 
And Pol muſt fly W bt \ ew © 
Sil. Zounds, Pol bat budge SC 44 + ae} pO 
Myſ. You lie; A Nai 
Dam. e | | | | 


You lie, you lie. 8. 


N 7 Pan's drone is fit forwildrocksaud ee 
Daph. Pol's lyre ſuĩts beſt our cool grots and clear fountain. : 
l, Pol is young and merry ; 
Daph. Light and "ys | . 3 
Sil. — 5 binds | | : 
N; 1 z ' - 
270 Stiff and fuſty; _ 
Sil. Sour and erufr. 
Dapb. Can 5 baniſh Pol? 
o, 


Midas comes forth enrag'd, attended . 4 crowd 
ſwains. 1 


nymphs and 
Mid. Peace, 17 is hell broke looſe? what means thid 
jawing 
Under 5 very noſe this elapper-clawing? . | 
E 
What the devil's here to do, 7 Ar any 
Ye loggerheads and gypfies ? 5 75 N 
Sirrah you, and huſſey you, % en 
And each of you tipſey i:: 
But I'll as ſure pull * 
A gun, or as be ek . 
CHORUS. 
— juſtice Midas * 
Who dal oppoſe viſe juſtice Midas? | 


| Vor. II. 3 H h 0211.61 2 N 


| ©. 
# . TV 


. Nan 
Mig. Pa iven to underftand,jthat vou re ali ina a pots 
ere, 
Diſputing whether Pan or Pol ſhall. play to you 
another year : 
Dare you think-your uit lugs fo proper to \de: 


"+ cide, as E. 
TheNddlicate cars of juſtice Midas ? (EW. + 
Chorus. O tremendous, ke. r 


Mid. Soh, you allow i it t © mobbiſhrabbl — 
Enter Pol and Pan Den 

Oh, here comes Pol and Pan — not ſtint your bie , 

Fetch my great chair—T'll quickly end this A br. 


| K 1 BK * 
4 Now I'm ſeated, 
| I' be treated %s 
| Like the Sophi on \ kis tone; 
In my preſence, 
Scoundrel peaſants, - 
Shall not call their ſouls their own. 
My beheſt is, ; 
He who belt is, 
* Shall be fix d muſi cian chief; 
Se Ne er the loſer, "OT" 
SB Shall ſhow nofe here, 
But be tranfported like a thief. 


Chorus. O tremendous, - Kc. re n 9 


Dam. Maſters, will you abide by this condition ? 
Pan. I aſk no better, 7 
Pol. I am all ſubmiſſion. 4 ; | 
Pan. Strike up, ſweet Sir. ier en 
Pol. — Sir, Ns your leiſure. . 5 
Par. — Since tis your worſhip's pleaſure. | 

A MGA | 
A pox of your pother about this or that g. 
Your ſhriekdng or ſqueaking a ſharp or a flat: 
I'm ſharp by my bumpers; you're flat, maſter Pol; 


$0 here goes a ſet to a 3 loll, y 
| | When 


0 * 
\ oy 
%% 


we 


\ 
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When Beauty her pack of poor lovers would hamper, 
And after Mifs Will-o'-the-Wiſp the fools ſcamper ; 


Ding-dong, — they the lady extol : 2 
Pray what's all this fuls for, -but—tol-de-roll-loll. | 


Mankind are a medle chance-medley race ; 
All ftart in full cry, N Fortune chace: 
There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs, luck is all; 
And luck's the beſt tine of life's toll · de · roll ·lloll. 


I've done, pleaſe your worlhip ; 'tis rather too long F 
I only meant life is but an old ſong : 

The world's but a tragedy, comedy, droll ; 

Where all a& the ſcene of toll-de-roll-loll. 


Mid. : By) jingo, well perform'd for one of his a 
How, hang-dog, don't you bluſh to ſhow your vi ei 


nl y, maſter Midas, for that matter, 
Tis enough to daſh one, 8 

—— To hear the arbitrator, 
In ſuch — faſhion, - 


A' $7 ;: 
— 2 how fleeting 
'Ye ain, own away'; 758 _ 
- When my ſoft yows | 
At Daphne s feet I Thy! Y 


But from her charms when funder,” 
As Midas“ frowns preſage, 

Each hour will ſeem an hundred, 
Each day appear an age. 


Mid., Silence—— this juſt decree; all, at your ed 
Obedient hear——elſe I ſhall uſe you very * 


THE: DECREE. | N 


Pan ſhall remain; 
Pol quit the plain. 


Chorus. Oh tremendous, Kc. 
H b 
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Mid. All bow with me to mighty Pat——enthrone 


him— 
No] pouting - and with fetal chorus crown him 
L Thg crowd form tao ranks beſide the chair, and join 
in the chorus, whilſt Midas crowns him with by: 1 
* CHORUS. | 
See, triumphant fits the bard, - 
* oh d with bays, his due reward : 
_Exil'd Pol ſhall wander far; 
Exib'd, twang his faint guitar; as 
While, with cchoing ſhouts of praiſe, 
We the bagpipe's Ker raiſe. 
Mid. *Tis well. —— What 10 you here, you rag- 
a for: good us 5 
W — do you wait for a 4 
Pol. Now, all attend. The wrath of Jove, he, 
- — luſt, pride, fraud, there's no 22 
— 


| [ Throws off his diſguiſe, amd appears as 
Tremble, thou erer — RR 258 


| tether ;. 
Thou and thy took ſhall go to pat together. . 3 
nn A 2 A. | 


Ba. I did but —_—_ : 


I reward with 
Mid. Detected, Kt 1 1 0% 
On our matrow-bones we fall. 
5 . 17 
Mid: Forgive. us, mi | 


Apel. Thou a Billinfgate g quean, 3H" [Te My. 


Thou a pandar obſcene, Iso Dam. 
With ſtrumpets and bailiffs ſhall claſs; 

Thou, driven from man, ORE [To Mid. 

Shalt wander with ' 


« "He a ſtinking old gout; 
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Be thou ſquire—his eſtate [To Sil. 
To thee I tranſlate. 7 

To you his ſtrong cheſts, wicked maſs: ve ond 
Live happy, while I, * 
Recall'd to the ſky, 5 I e 

Make all the gods laugh at Midas. 

Daph. J Tagetber with To the bright God of day, 


: Let us dance, ſing, and play; | 
Sil. the other nymphs ling, and play | 
MV and faint. O lep fands every Ed with his 


Daph. Now, critics, lie ſnug, 
Not a hiſs, groan, or ſhrug; _ 
Remember the fate of Midas, 
Midas ; 1 
Remember the fate of Midas. 


CHORUS. ; 
Now, critics, lie ſnug, Ce. | 
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